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WERE  JESUS  CHRIST  TO  COME  TO-DAY  TO  CANADA! 


WHAT  ail  event  it  would  be  for  all  who 
believe  in  the  mystery  of  Christmas  night 
were  it  known  that  Jesus  Christ  was  to 
come  among  us,  as  in  the  days  of  His  public  life, 
and  walk  the  highways  and  byways  of  our  coun- 
try! With  what  eagerness  would  we  uot  crowd 
around  Him  and  listen,  as  tiie  Jews  of  old.  to  His 
divine  message ! 

What  would  the  divine  Master  find?  What 
would  he  have  to  say  to  us .'  Would  His  words 
be  those  of  eougratulatiou  or  reproach?  He  alone, 
in  His  infinite  wisdom,  could  give  an  adequate 
answer  to  those  questions.  Yet,  one  can  surmise 
what  He  might  say  of  facts  known  to  us  all. 

T'ndoubtedly  the  loving  Saviour  would  find 
among  us  many  beautiful  and  devoted  souls. 
To  them  He  would  willingly  repeat:  "Do  not 
be  afraid,  little  flock,  for  it  has  pleased  your 
Father  to  give  you  the  Kingdom."  (Luke  xii., 
32).  There  are  indeed  a  host  of  clean  hearts 
who  love  Him  dearly  and  make  Him  feel  at 
home  among  us  in  this  land  of  exile. 

But  w^ere  our  divine  Saviour  to  survey  "our 
land  of  magnificent  distances"  and  embrace  in 
His  divine  vision  our  nation  as  a  whole,  would 
He  not  have  to  say  to  us  what  He  one  day  said 
to  Jerusalem  from  the  hillside:  "How  often 
would  I  have  gathered  thy  children  together, 
as  a  hen  gathers  her  young  under  her  wrings, 
but  thou  wouldst  not.  Behold  your  house  is  left 
to  you  desolate."    (Matt,  xxiii.,  37-38). 

Were  our  divine  Redeemer  to  say  to  us,  as  to 
Job:  "Gird  up  thy  loins  like  a  man:  I  wall 
ask  thee  and  answer  thou  me" — what  pointed 
questions  could  He  not  ask  us?  Our  guilty  con- 
sciences may  suggest  a  few  of  them.  Like  birds 
of  ill  omen,  they  rise  from  every  rank  of  our 
society  and  challenge  us  to  give  truthful  an- 
swers to  our  Redeemer  and  our  Judge. 
The  divine  Master  would  sav  .  .  . 


"What  heed  have  you  taken  of  the  pressing 
invitations  of  my  Vicar  on  earth  for  the  better- 
ment of  the  sweating  masses  who  are  being 
cru.shed  by  the  injustices  of  a  few?"    Answer  Me. 

"Why  do  the  oppres.sed  poor  wrongly  think 
that  my  Church  is  but  the  instrument  of  the 
wealthy?"    Answer  Me. 

"Have  'my  poor'  the  preferred  places  in  Ca- 
tholic Institutions?  Did  I  not  spend  my  mortal 
life  among  the  poor  and  sinners?"    Answer  Me. 

"Why  have  so  many  assumed  the  right  to  tie 
up  my  creative  hands  by  determining  how  many 
chairs  .should  be  around  the  family  table?  Their 
pleasure  and  interest  have  built  a  dam  to  stem  the 
rising  tide  of  life.  The  children  'who  should 
have  been"  will  not  be  given  the  opportunity  to 
populate  that  fair  land  of  yours."    Answer  Me. 

"I  have  made  the  sacredness  of  Matrimony  the 
very  corner-stone  of  the  home  and  of  society. 
Why  have  so  many  broken  or  loosened  tho.se  holy 
bonds  that  make  man  and  wife  'one  forever?'  " 
Answer  Me: 

"Why  should  there  be  in  my  Church  in  Can- 
ada such  an  unequal  distribution  of  resources? 
Why  should  my  priests  and  missionaries  in  your 
great  West  linger  so  long  in  poverty  and  need?" 
Answer  Me. 

"There  are  in  your  country  many,  many  sheep 
who  are  not  yet  in  my  One  Fold.  What  are  you 
doing  '  to  make  them  come  in,  so  that  my  house  mav 
be  filled?'  "    (Luke  xiv.,  23). 

Answer  Me. 

The  ])rayer  of  the  Prophet  is  our  only  answer 
to  these  heart-searching  questions  of  the  Saviour. 
"Spare,  0  Lord,  spare  thj'  people:  and  give  not 
your  inheritance  to  reproach,  that  the  heathen 
should  rule  over  them.  Why  should  tliey  say 
among  the  nations:    Where  is  their  God?"  (Joel 

^'■'  G.  DALY,  C.Ss.R. 
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GOLDEN  JUBILEE  OF  A  FATHER 


1892  --  1942 


On  the  7th  of  December  last  the  Very  Rev.  Father  Arthur 
Coughlan,  C.Ss.R.,  celebrated  in  New  York  the  Golden  Jubilee 
of  his  priesthood. 

As  Father  Coughlan  had  a  leading  part  in  the  foundation 
of  our  little  Institute,  it  is  a  duty  and  joy  for  the  S.O.S.  to 
celebrate  this  glorious  anniversary.  Never  will  our  first  Sis- 
ters forget  the  kindness  of  Father  when  he  directed  their  fal- 
tering steps  on  the  road  of  Religious  life.  Kindness  and  un- 
derstanding marked  all  his  contacts  with  the  Community. 

When,  in  1937,  the  Sisters  of  Service  held  their  first 
Chapter,  Father  Coughlan  preached  the  preparatory  retreat. 
His  wise  counsels  were  most  welcome  at  that  important 
meeting  of  the  Community. 

We  are  confident,  when  our  beloved  Father  lifted  the 
Chalice  at  the  Mass  of  his  Golden  Jubilee,  that  a  prayer  went 
up  for  the  Sisters  of  Service.  They,  in  turn,  did  not  forget 
him.  We  are  all  one  in  offering  our  venerable  Jubilarian 
heartfelt  congratulations.  Our  prayers  will  follow  him  until 
the  end  of  the  road,  for  he  belongs  to  us  and  we,  we  know, 
belong  to  him.  S.O.S. 


PERSECUTIONS  IN  WAVES. 

Archbishop  Goodier,  S.J.,  once  pointed  out 
that  major  persecutions  of  the  Church  have  oc- 
curred with  striking'  regularity  about  every  400 
years.  The  first  (not  counting  the  persecutions 
of  the  infant  Church)  raged  through  the  world, 
as  Augustine  lay  dying,  in  the  early  5th  century. 
The  second  was  the  Mohammedan  onslaught  upon 
Europe,  in  the  8th  and  9th  centuries;  the  third 
arose  in  connection  witli  the  Albigensian  heresy 
in  the  12th  century.  The  fourth  great  unheaval 
was  the  so-called  Reformation  of  the  16th  cen- 
tury The  present  persecution  of  the  Church 
in  various  parts  of  the  world  is  but  the  fifth  of 
these  "tidal  waves  against  the  Bark  of  Peter." 


If  it  is  true  that  all  the  graces  which  arc  be- 
stowed on  us  by  God  pass  through  the  hands  of 
Mary,  it  nnist  also  be  true  that  only  through  Mary 

TO  liKLlEVK  IS  TO  BE  STF 


can  we  hope  for  and  obtain  the  gift  of  persever- 
ance. And  we  certainly  shall  obtain  it,  if.  with 
confidence,  we  always  ask  it  of  Mary.— (S'f.  AI- 
phonsus  de  Liguori. 


Love  gives  itself  just  as  naturally  and  inevit- 
ably as  the  flowers  give  their  odor,  as  the  birds 
give  their  song,  as  the  field  gives  its  harvest,  as  the 
rainbow  gives  its  beauty,  as  the  cloud  gives  its 
i-ain,  as  the  siui  gives  its  warmth  and  heat.  Giving 
is  the  law  of  love ;  it  is  the  law  of  life,  and  to  cease 
to  give  is  to  cease  to  live.  — Tfoi  Dyke. 
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Religious  Correspondence  Work  in  Fargo 


DAILY  tlie  postman's  ring-  brings  us  a  stack 
of  letters  from  our  little  pupils  We  are 
always  eager  to  peer  into  these  bulging 
envelopes,  for  besides  the  regular  Avork  assign- 
ed to  them  the  children  always  manage  to  in- 
clude some  little  personal  message,  be  it  only 
a  "Hi!  Sister!  I'm  sorry  I'm  late."  These  mes- 
sages are  sparks  of  sunshine  making  the  work 
a  pleasure  and  a  joy.  Many  parents,  too,  never 
fail  to  enclose  a  Avord  of  appreciation.  Last 
week  one  mother  wrote:  "We  are  sending  you 
a  small  gift  to  help  pay  for  your  wonderful 
lessons.  It  is  surprising  how  our  children  have 
learned  to  apply  these  lessons  to  their  everyday 
]u-oblems.  It  does  more  to  make  them  tigure 
things  out  for  themselves  than  any  amount  of 
talking  we  can  do." 

Although  Old  Man  Weather  refuses  to  get 
into  his  winter  togs,  we  are  being  daily  re- 
minded that  Christmas  is  just  around  the  cor- 
ner— and  Christmas  wouldn't  be  Christmas  for 
Correspondence  Pu])ils  without  a  Christmas  Con- 
test. The  Contest  this  year  will  be  the  coloring 
of  a  Nativity  scene  with  contest  questions  suited 
to  the  level  of  Junior,  Intermediate  and  Senior 
groups.  Last  year  the  contest  was  in  the  form 
of  an  essay.  The  participants  were  to  imagine 
themselves  one  of  the  characters  who  surrounded 
the  manger  of  Bethlehem  on  the  first  Christmas 
night.  Many  very  interesting  essays  were  sub- 
mitted. We  have  chosen  one  from  the  Junior 
and  one  from  the  Senior  groups  and  feel  that 
at  this  season  our  readers  will  enjoy  them. 

FIRST  PRIZE — JI  XIOR  CX>NTEST. 


I  Was  a  Shepherd. 


One  night  I  was  watching 
my  father,  uncles  and  cousins, 
a  bright  star  appeared, 
lighting  up  the  whole  coun- 
try around  us,  and  we  heard 
some  music.  At  first  I  could 
not  find  out  where  it  came 
from.  Then  it  seemed  to  be 
right  over  my  head,  so  I 
looked  up  and  saw  some- 
thing white  that  looked  like 
clouds.  Only  I  never  be- 
fore saw  clouds  so  bright 
and  beautifv;l.  Then  I  saw 
that  what  I  thought  was 
clouds,  seemed  to  liave 
wings.  T  could  hear  some- 
one talking-  and  tlie  clouds 
came  closer  to  the  groTind. 


the  sheep 
All  of  a  su 


with 
dden 


I  could  now  see  they  were  not  clouds  at  all 
but  angels  —  so  many  angels.  There  were 
angels  and  more  angels  back  of  them  until 
they  reached  clear  back  to  the  sky.  It  scared 
me  for  a  little,  but  then  I  just  had  to  look 
and  listen.  They  were  singing  "Glory  to  God 
in  the  Highest  and  on  Earth  Peace  to  Men  of 
Good  Will."  They  seemeed  to  disappear  while 
we  all  watched  and  all  that  was  left  was  the 
big  star  that  hung  over  the  little  city  close  by 
us.  So  we  left  our  sheep  and  walked  over  to  see 
why  the  star  was  so  close.  We  found  a  cave 
and  in  the  cave  the  starlight  was  so  bright  we 
could  see  a  little  Baby  lying  in  a  manger.  There 
we  saw  a  lady  and  a  man  with  the  Baby.  They 
seemed  to  be  bending  over  Him,  like  they  were 
so  happy  they  were  saying  a  prayer  of  thanks. 
We  went  in  and  knelt  down  and  adored  the  Baby 
as  the  One  Who  was  to  bring  peace  to  the 
world.  Who  was  promised  so  long  ago.  We  went 
back  to  our  sheep  so  that  we  would  not  lose 
any  of  them.  We  saw  many  people  out  wonder- 
ing why  the  star  was  so  bright  over  the  little 
city.  We  were  happy  to  tell  them  about  the 
Angels  and  the  Baby  in  the  manger. 

DENIS  J.  DICKENSON, 

RR.  No.  2,  Manfred,  N.D. 

*        *  ^ 

FIRST  PRIZE — SENIOR  CX)NTEST. 

I  Was  the  Ox. 

There  had  been  a  chilling  wind  all  day  but 
towards  evening  it  grew  cold  and  stormy.  My 
master  had  been  working  with  me  all  day.  He 
had  me  up  in  the  morning  before  the  sun  had 
even  risen.  At  noon  when  he  came  to  my  home, 
which  was  a  cave,  a  man  and  woman  were  there. 
The  man  asked  my  master  if  they  could  stay 
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there  during  the  night  because  the  inn  was  al- 
ready filled  up  with  people.  They  also  asked 
my  master  if  they  could  put  their  ass  in  the 
stable  with  me.  My  stable  was  just  ground  piled 
up  about  a  foot  high  and  in  the  front  was  a  man- 
ger from  which  I  ate.  At  our  dinner  the  ass 
and  I  got  acquainted.  I  asked  him  if  he  liked 
his  master  and  mistress.  He  said  he  had  never 
had  such  kind  people  to  take  care  of  him.  Soon 
my  master  came  to  take  me  into  the  fields  again. 
As  he  was  leading  me  out  of  the  cave  the  new 
man  said  that  he  should  take  the  ass  too,  to  pay 
for  the  food  he  had  eaten.  That  afternoon  the 
work  was  not  so  hard  as  in  the  morning.  We 
worked  till  sundown,  when  the  master  led  us 
back  to  the  cave.  Late  that  night  we  were 
awakened  by  strange  noises.  "We  saw  that  the 
master  was  in  the  cave  and  he  was  kneeling. 
There  were  angels  in  by  the  manger  and  by  the 
entrance.  The  new  man  told  my  master  to  come 
and  see  what  was  in  the  manger.  He  walked 
very  slowly  over  there  and  we  followed.  There 
we  saw  a  tiny  Baby  in  just  some  thin  clothing. 
The  mother  was  kneeling  down  beside  Him.  The 
man  asked  my  master  if  he  knew  who  that  little 
Baby  was,  lying  there  in  the  straw.  My  master 
was  so  surprised  he  did  not  know  what  to  say. 
The  other  man  said,  "This  is  Jesus  Christ,  the 
King." 

My  master  fell  on  his  knees  and  told  God  that 
he  was  very  happy  for  letting  His  Son  be  seen 
by  an  old  plowman.  I  was  so  cold  T  went  into 
my  stall  and  from  there  I  saw  the  Baby.  He  was 
very  pretty  and  there  was  .something  around 
His  head  that  looked  like  a  ring  of  gold.  The 
man  called  the  woman  "Mary."  I  thought  Mary 
was  a  pretty  name  so  I  tried  to  say  it,  but  all 
that  came  was  a  "moo-oo."  At  that  noise  the 
Baby  looked  at  me  and  seemed  to  smile.  I 
thought  it  was  a  privilege  to  let  the  Baby  have 
my  feed  for  His  bed,  hwt  it  was  not  very  soft. 

The  next  morning  was  very  cold  so  my  mas- 
ter did  not  go  into  the  fields  to  work.  I  do  not 
know  how  Mary  kept  the  Baby  from  freezing. 
They  stayed  there  three  days.  On  the  night  of 
the  third  day  I  saw  an  angel  who  went  to  the 
man  and  told  Him  something.  Soon  the  man 
came  and  took  the  ass  and  Mary  and  the  tiny 
Baby.  He  came  over  to  me  and  thanked  me  for 
letting  the  Baby  have  my  manger  for  His  bed. 
He  put  Mary  on  the  ass's  back  and  the  Baby 
in  her  arms.  Then  they  went  away.  It  was 
very  lonely  after  they  had  gone  and  1  have  never 
seen  them  since. 

ANNE  ZIMPRICH, 

Aneta,  North  Dakota. 


From  Edmonton  Mail  Bag 

Dear  Sisters  of  Service : 

I've  got  a  letter  from  you  asking  if  I  got 
my  last  lesson.  I  did  and  I  put  in  the  answer 
and  sent  it  on  November  19th.  So  you  did  not 
get  it.  Well,  I  think  it  must  have  got  lost  on 
the  way.  I  don't  know  what  to  do  about  it.  I 
thought  you  got  it  and  you  not  in  a  hurry  to 
send  it.  I've  got  the  tickets  and  I  will  take 
them  all. 

I  better  ask  you  how  you  are  all  the  time. 
It  is  so  long  ago  since  I  heard  from  you.  I  was 
very  well.  Now  I  got  a  little  cold.  Through 
the  holidays  I  was  down  at  the  Clear  Lake  and 
had  a  good  time.  One  day  I  was  swimming  and 
I  got  a  headache.  I  went  in  the  tent  and  was  so 
sick  I  had  to  go  home.  I  got  the  ^lums,  that  is. 
the  hard  balls  behind  the  ears.  I  don't  think 
I  have  spelled  it  right.  I  was  sick  with  that 
for  two  weeks. 

Now  here  is  Fall  and  we  are  not  thrashed 
yet.  The  snow  has  come  and  we  have  not  got 
feed  for  the  cattle  and  horses.  And  the  things 
in  the  garden  are  frozen. 

I'd  better  finish  because  the  mail  man  has 
come.    I  am  sending  one  dollar  for  the  tickets. 

Mary. 

*  s  * 

Dear  Sisters  of  Service : 

I'm  writing  to  you  with  sad  words  and  I  hope 
you'll  believe  me.  1  had  received  your  ticket 
book,  the  one  you  sent  me.  And  last  week  when 
I  started  to  school  I  went  to  take  my  tickets 
along  and  I  couldn't  find  them.  I  believe  our 
little  neighbour  boy  was  at  our  place.  Probably 
he  took  it  or  tore  it.  If  I  find  it  I'll  send  it  back. 
I  hope  you  will  believe  me.  God  bless  us  all, 
and  He'll  believe  what  I  write  to  you. 

Katie. 

*  * 

Dear  Sisters  of  Service : 

When  we  got  our  last  mail  I  put  the  lessons 
on  a  shelf.  When  I  went  to  look  for  them  I 
could  not  fiiul  the  lessons.  After  a  day's  hunt 
I  found  tliem  and  filled  in  tlie  lessons.  The  wo- 
men were  whitewashing  the  house  and  put  them 
some  place.  When  I  asked  them  where  the 
lessons  were  they  did  not  know  where  they  put 
them.  I  could  not  find  them,  so  I  did  not  send 
them. 

Stanley. 

(Editor's  Note:  The  tickets  referred  to  are  in 
connection  with  a  raffle  being  conducted  by  the 
Sisters  in  aid  of  their  work  of  instructing  the  little 
ones  of  the  West). 


Few  persons  have  sufficient  wisdom  to  prefer 
censure,  which  is  useful,  to  praise  which  deceives 
them. 


It  is  very  easy  to  find  reasons  why  other  i>eo- 
ple  should  be  patient. 

HE  ONLY  IS  KXKiMl'T  FROM  F.AILI  KK  W  HO  >LAK  KS  NO  KKtX)HT. 
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In  the  Home-Mission  Field 


CHRISTMAS  OCTAVE  IN  AN  S.O.S.  HOSTEL 


Notes  from  a  Sister's  Diary 


"Better  a  day  of  strife 
Than  a  reiitury  of  sleep." 

— ^Father  Ryan. 

Christmas  Joy. 

December  25th.  The  beautiful  Feast  of  Christ- 
mas is  pi-aetieally  over  and  almost  every  person 
we  meet  looks  as  though  the  one  thin<>'  necessary 
is  a  good  sleep.  However,  Christmas  itself  was 
very  happy  and  wonderful  on  this  mission.  Be- 
fore the  Feast  a  Hostel  Crib  for  the  Infant  Sa- 
viour (consisting"  of  various  prayers  and  good 
works)  was  prepared,  and  the  girls  drew  their 
own  particular  practice  from  a  box.  We  be- 
lieve they  were  all  faithful  in  carrying  out  these 
obligations  and  we  hope  the  Divine  Infant  was 
well  pleased  with  the  Hostel  Girls'  Crib. 

On  Christmas  Eve  the  girls'  refectory  and 
recreation  room  were  decorated  for  the  occa- 
sion and  a  large  Christmas  Tree,  adorned 
with  the  usual  glistening  ornaments  and  tinsel, 
set  up  in  a  corner  of  the  recreation  room.  By 
eleven  o'clock  over  thirty  girls  had  assembled 
to  accompany  the  two  Sisters  to  Midnight  Mass. 
Three  girls  generously  offered  to  stay  at  home  and 
take  good  care  of  the  house  during  oiu"  absence. 
(There  was  a  reason  for  this  magnanimous  sacri- 
fice, as  we  learned  later).  Before  leaving  the 
house  the  hymn  "Silent  Night"  was  sung  and  a 
decade  of  the  beads  recited.  Then  four  taxis  were 
summoned  and  we  set  out,  arriving  at  the 
church  in  good  time  to  be  shown  to  our  seats 
before  the  rush. 

On  the  .stroke  of  twelve  the  Sacristy  dooi- 
opened  and  a  half  dozen  little  boys  dressed  as 


shepherds  entered,  followed  by  a  tiny  girl,  white- 
robed  and  angel-winged,  bearing  a  statue  of  the 
Infant  Jesus  on  a  pillow.  After  her  came  a  num- 
ber of  young  girls  in  flowing  robes  decorated 
with  shining  tinsel.  They  walked  in  procession 
down  one  aisle  and  up  the  next,  singing  "Angels 
We  Have  Heard  on  High."  When  the  Crib  was 
reached  the  tiny  angel-child  laid  the  Infant  in 
the  empty  manger  lying  ready  to  receive  Him, 
and  the  boys  and  girls  proceeded  to  the  places 
assigned  to  them.  The  clergy  then  entered  the 
sanctuary  and  the  holy  Sacrifice  was  begun. 
The  music  Avas  beautiful  and  there  was  an  im- 
pressive sermon  on  "The  Divine  Foundling." 
Almost  every  person  in  that  crowded  church  re- 
ceived Holy  Communion,  but  owing  to  extra 
good  management  on  the  part  of  the  ushers 
there  was  none  of  the  usual  crowding  at  the  altar 
rail.  During  the  two  low  Masses  that  followed, 
the  choir  sang  Christmas  carols. 

Over  forty  girls  returned  to  the  Hostel, 
where  a  light  breakfast  was  served  to  them  in 
the  refectory,  which  was  lighted  only  by  the 
glow  of  Christmas  candles.  A  touching  surprise 
awaited  the  Sisters  when  they  entered  their  own 
little  refectory.  The  girls  had  decorated  it 
beautifully  witli  Christmas  festoons  and  wreaths. 
There  was  even  a  small  Christmas  Tree  and 
several  interesting-looking  packages  on  a  nearby 
table.  It  was  after  four  o'clock  a.m.,  when 
everything  was  over  and  the  door  locked.  At 
eight  o'clock  Father  ]\I.  arrived  to  say  his  three 
Masses,  after  which  the  day  passed  quietly. 

In  the  evening  a  turkey  supper  was  served 
for  our  married  girls  and  their  husbands.  As 
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several  couples  brought  babies  along,  the  re- 
creation room  and  refectory  somewhat  resem- 
bled a  nurser.y. 

A  Fainting  Bridegroom. 

December  26th.  Last  night  it  was  12.30  before 
we  Avere  ready  to  retire.  During  the  evening  a 
Polish  girl  was  brought  in  sick  and  had  to  be 
put  to  bed  in  the  Infirmary.  The  last  touches 
were  put  to  the  wedding  breakfast  table  in  pre- 
paration for  Anita's  marriage  this  morning.  All 
the  girls  were  in  raptures  over  the  loveliness 
of  the  decorations.  We  slept  in  peace  until  the 
alarm  went  off  at  a  quarter  of  six,  giving  us  time 
to  arrive  at  the  church  just  after  the  bride  and 
groom.  All  went  well  until  the  "Pater  Noster," 
when  the  groom  fell  forward  in  a  faint  and  had 
to  be  taken  to  the  sacristy  by  the  best  man  and 
bridesmaid.  He  returned  in  time  for  the  last 
blessing,  looking  rather  pale.  We  hurried  home 
as  soon  as  Mass  was  over  to  superintend  the 
wedding  breakfast.  The  bridal  party  was  ahead 
of  us  (taxis  are  speedier  than  street  cars),  but 
they  amused  themselves  dancing  until  breakfast 
was  served.  Molly,  tlie  girl  who  had  volunteered  to 
act  as  waitress  for  the  occasion,  was  all  dressed 
up  in  uniform  and  white  apron.  While  Avaiting 
for  the  bacon  and  eggs  to  come  up  the  lift, 
Molly  decided  to  sharpen  a  large  knife  for  the 
cutting  of  the  wedding  cake.  The  knife  slipped 
and  cut  her  finger  badly.  Sister  A.  cautioned 
her  to  hold  it  in  cold  water  until  a  bandage 
could  be  procured.  But  the  sight  of  her  own 
blood  was  too  much  for  her,  and  Molly  sank  to 
the  floor  in  a  faint.  Both  Sisters  worked  on 
her  for  a  while  until  she  regained  consciousness. 
In  the  meantime  the  bacon  and  eggs  had  come 
up  the  lift  and  there  was  no  waitress !  Agnes 
Campbell  bravely  stepped  into  the  breach  and 
Molly  was  put  to  bed.  Then  everything  started 
at  once.  The  Polish  girl  who  had  come  in  the 
night  before  was  screaming  for  attention,  the 
girls'  ordinary  breakfast  had  to  be  served — and 
no  waitress — the  wedding  breakfast  had  to  be 
supervised,  and  trays  for  the  sick  prepared.  It 
was  a  hectic  hour  for  both  Sisters,  but  they 
finally  settled  down  to  their  own  breakfast  at  a 
(|uarter  past  ten. 

Rat  Ahoy! 

December  27th.  The  excitement  started  im- 
mediately after  .supper,  when  there  came  a  knock 
at  our  door.  On  opening  it  Bridget  almost  tumbled 
in  at  our  feet,  white  as  death  and  trembling  with 
some  fearful  emotion.  After  patient  soothing 
and  questioning  the  information  was  extracted 
that  there  was  a  tremendous  rat  in  the  pantry 
cupboard.  "Sure,"  said  Bridget,  "he  was  sitting 
on  one  of  the  plates  looking  ov;t  at  me  as  bold 
as  could  be."  Both  Sisters  proceeded  to  the  pan- 
ti'v  to  investigate.    The  rat  Avas  reported  to  be 


on  the  top  shelf,  so  having  closed  the  doors  with 
all  girls  outside,  the  Sisters,  one  armed  with  a 
mop  and  the  other  Avith  a  broom,  planned  their 
method  of  attack.  Sister  B.  mounted  the  step 
ladder  and  on  reaching  the  level  of  the  top  shelf, 
opened  the  cupboard  door.  Nothing  happened! 
So  Sister  B.  proceeded  to  investigate  Avith  the 
broom  handle.  Then  came  a  rustling  and  squeak- 
ing and  almost  immediately  a  huge  black  rat 
appeared.  A  Avhack  on  the  nose  from  Sis- 
ter B.'s  broom  hastened  his  progress  consid- 
erably and  the  next  moment  he  sprang  to 
the  floor,  barely  missing  Sister  A.'s  nose  in 
transit.  Sister  B.  descended  from  the  lad- 
der and  dxiring  the  next  feAV  moments  the 
poor  rat  had  a  hard  time  betAveen  the  mop  and 
the  broom.  At  last  Sister  A.  managed  to  pin 
him  doAvn  Avith  the  mop,  Avhile  Sister  B.  dealt 
the  "knock-out"  bloAv  Avith  the  broom.  Then 
the  doors  Avere  opened  and  the  girls  croAvded  in 
at  the  "death,"  Avith  the  exception  of  a  fcAv  timid 
ones  for  Avhom  even  a  dead  rat  had  its  terrors. 

Fire  and  Flood. 

December  28th.  It  being  Saturday  night  and 
some  of  the  girls  having  late  leaA'e,  it  Avas  almost 
one  o'clock  Avhen  the  Sisters  retired.  Tavo  hours 
later  a  sound  of  roaring,  imshing  Avater  awakened 
Sister  B..  Avho  at  once  rushed  out  to  discover 
the  trouble.  Sister  A.,  AA'ho  is  a  very  sound 
sleeper,  Avas  disturbed  only  to  the  extent  of 
dreaming  an  aeroplane  Avas  descending  on  her 
head,  until  Sister  B.  aAvoke  her  by  saying:  "Get 
up.  Sister,  and  phone  for  help.  The  hot  Avater 
boiler  has  burst."  So  Sister  A.  tried  to  get  a 
plumber  Avhile  Sister  B.,  Avith  three  girls,  tackled 
the  OA'er-floAv  of  Avater  in  the  kitchen.  HoAvever. 
the  plumber  could  not  be  found,  so  the  Avater 
had  to  be  dipped  off  the  floor  in  pails.  About 
four  o'clock  everything  Avas  cleared  up  to  a  cer- 
tain extent  and  all  retired  to  bed  again.  Not  a 
lialf  hour  had  passed  before  loud  knocking  and 
hammering  awoke  the  Sisters.  Sister  A.,  notic- 
ing Sister  B.  had.  jumped  up  and  Avas  looking 
out  of  the  AvindoAv,  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
the  trouble  Avas  not  in  our  house  and  therefore 
needn't  disturb  us.  Having  reached  this  com- 
fortable, if  uncharitable,  decision,  she  turned 
over  to  sleep,  but  she  Avas  not  to  get  off  so  easily. 
Sharp  and  clear  through  the  mists  of  droAvsi- 
ness  came  Sister  B.'s  A  oiee :  "Sister,  I  think 
yoxi'd  better  get  up — the  garage  is  on  fire."  This 
was  enough  to  scatter  all  idea  of  sleep,  for  the 
garage  is  only  fiA-e  or  six  feet  from  the  house, 
and  Sister  A.  Avas  beside  Sister  B.  in  a  second. 
Sure  enougli !  Dense  clouds  of  smoke  Avere  issu- 
ing in  every  direction  from  the  garage.  AAiiile 
a  half  dozen  firemen  Avere  hammering  at  the 
doors  and  AvindoAvs  to  effect  an  entrance.  For 
awhile  the  two  Sisters  watched  silently,  hardly 
knoAving  what  was  going  to  happen  next.  Then 
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sister  B.  docided  to  call  the  girls,  and  let  them 
fret  dressed  in  case  the  house  was  ignited.  Sistei- 
A.  remained  to  watch  the  garage.  After  waiting 
ten  ininutes.  tiijding  Sister  B.  did  not  return. 
Sister  A.  grew  anxious  and  followed  her.  The 
Sisters  met  in  the  passage  leading  to  the  back 
store-room.  "Try  again  to  get  that  plumber," 
said  Sister  B.  in  a  desperate  tone,  "the  cold 
water  pipe  is  leaking  in  the  back  store-room." 
This  time  Sister  A.  succeeded  in  getting  in  touch 
with  the  plumber.  "The  boiler  has  burst  and 
the  cold  water  pipes  are  leaking,"  she  informed 
him.  "I'll  be  right  there!"  he  assured  her  and 
hung  up,  evidently  considering  there  should  be 
no  time  wasted  in  words.  While  we  waited  for 
the  plumber,  one  of  the  firemen  working  on  the 
burning  garage  offered  his  assistance  and  stopped 
the  leak  temporarily  with  a  match.  The  plumber 
on  arrival  did  an  emergency  repair  job  to  last 
until  Monday,  when  we  shall  have  to  get  a  new 
boiler.  In  the  meantime  the  fire  in  the  garage 
had  been  extinguished.  It  being  almost  time 
for  Father  to  arrive  for  Mass,  the  Sisters  decided 
it  was  not  worth  while  to  try  to  get  any  more 
sleep  in  that  night. 

To  the  Morgue. 

December  29th.  This  evening  a  detective 
arrived  to  recpiest  Sister  B.'s  presence  at  the 
morgue  early  to-morrow  morning  for  the  pur- 
jjose  of  identifying  a  girl  who  had  died  suddenly 
at  one  of  the  city  hospitals.  As  to-morrow  even- 
ing is  to  be  so  busy  for  us  (both  the  Christ- 
mas dinner  for  the  girls  and  the  Christmas  Play 
being  scheduled),  it  Avas  decided  to  put  up  all 
the  scenery  to-night,  so  as  to  leave  only  the  ab- 
solutely necessary  to  be  done  to-morrow.  Every- 
one worked  with  a  will  and  by  midnight  we  were 
well  on  with  the  preparations. 

Christmas  Dinner  and  Play. 

December  30th.  Sister  B.  spent  all  the  fore- 
noon at  the  morgue — a  distressing  ordeal !  And 
she  has  to  return  for  the  inquest  to-morrow. 
We  also  received  notification  to-day  that  Mr.  C, 
representative  of  the  Catholic  Federated  Chari- 
ties, will  be  here  to-morrow  for  an  inspection 
of  the  hostel.  The  evening  was  certainly  a  suc- 
cess. The  tables  were  artistically  arranged  and 
decorated,  dainty  little  souvenir  cards,  made  of 
holy  pictures  and  ribbon,  being  at  each  girl's 
place.  One  hundred  and  eighteen  girls  were 
present  for  the  dinner  and  everyone  seemed  to  be 
in  the  gayest  of  spirits.  Later  in  the  evening 
many  more  arrived,  so  there  were  about  two 
hundred  present  when  the  play  was  started. 
According  to  connnents  from  the  audience  the 
play,  which  was  "The  Coming  of  the  Prince  of 
Peace,"  was  enjoyed  thoroiighly.  The  tableau 
at  the  end  was  most  effective,  the  angels'  costumes 
being  very  beautiful. 


After  the  play  an  hour  was  spent  in  singing 
and  dancing.  The  evening's  entertainment  was 
then  closed  by  the  singing  of  a  hymn  to  Our 
Mother  of  Perpetual  Help. 

Wanted — A  century  of  sleep ! 

December  3Ist.  The  last  day  of  the  year! 
Looking  back  at  the  happiness  of  the  past 
week  and  into  each  other's  sleepy  eyes,  the  two 
missionaries  in  charge  of  this  S.O.S.  Hostel  have 
concluded  that  we  do  not  care  so  much  for 
Father  Rvan's  viewpoint  of  "better  a  da.v  of 
strife."  In  fact,  we  feel  much  more  in  sympathy 
with  "the  century  of  sleep"  idea  just  at  ju'esent. 


HAGIOGRAPHY  UP-TO-DATE. 

In  a  contest  conducted  recently  by  our  Sis- 
ters at  the  Edmonton  Catechetical  Centre  the 
pupils  were  asked  to  say  what  they  knew  of 
theii-  name  saints.  We  (juote  the  following  sam- 
ples of  replies  received. 

St.  Cecilia.  My  name  saint  is  St.  Cecilia. 
St.  Cecilia  is  the  musician  of  all  the  saints. 
She  is  often  pictured  playing  the  piano  and  flow^- 
ers  falling  all  over  the  piano  and  herself.  We 
should  always  pray  to  her  to  help  us  sing  better. 

P.S. — If  there's  sonietliing  else  about  St. 
Cecilia  that  I  didn't  mention,  would  you  please 
tell  me  more  about  her.  I  would  be  glad  to 
know  more  about  her  and  all  the  other  important 
saints. 

St.  Albert.  ]My  name  saint  is  St.  Albert. 
There  is  a  town  or  some  city  named  St.  Albert, 
and  they  sometimes  name  hospitals  St.  Albert. 
St.  Albert  is  the  name  of  a  tobacco  that  many 
people  use. 


WAR  TRAGEDY. 

Since  the  war  it  seems  that  in  England 
oranges  are  restricted  to  children  under  eight 
years  of  age.  A  lad  of  eleven  went  into  a  store 
and  asked  for  a  package  of  cigarettes.  On  being 
told  he  was  too  young  to  buy  them,  he  exclaim- 
ed in  uttter  disgust:  "Blimey,  this  is  an  awful 
war — too  old  for  oranges,  and  too  young  for 
cigarettes !" 
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Hospitality  for  Body  and  Soul. 

A YOl^NG  man  with  a  badly  fractured  leg, 
who  has  been  in  the  hospital  for  several 
months,  recently  had  the  pleasure  of  a  visit 
from  his  mother  and  young  sister.  Their  home 
is  at  such  a  distance  that  this  is  the  first  time 
they  had  the  opportunity  to  get  in  to  Edson. 
On  being  asked  where  they  expected  to  stay, 
they  did  not  seem  to  know,  so  two  beds  were  pro- 
vided foi-  them  in  the  hospital.  The  mother 
gladly  availed  herself  of  the  privilege  of  assist- 
ing at  Mass  and  receiving  the  Sacraments,  and 
the  little  girl  attended  the  catechism  class  con- 
ducted by  the  Sisters  for  the  children  of  the 
settlement.  One  morning  the  son,  who  is  now 
able  to  get  out  of  bed,  Avent  with  his  mother  to 
]\Iass  and  Communion.  This  young  man  was 
once  a  pupil  in  an  S.O.S.  A'acation  school. 

Bitten  by  a  Bear. 

One  of  the  patients  at  present  undergoing 
treatment  tells  of  a  thrilling  experience  with  a 
bear.  While  cutting  logs,  this  young  man  was 
suddenly  attacked  by  a  bear  and  two  cubs.  In 
desperation  he  climbed  the  nearest  tree,  but  the 
bear  also  climbed  the  tree  and  seizing  the  man's 
feet  in  its  mouth,  proceeded  to  drag  him  down. 
Maddened  with  fear  and  pain  the  poor  man  fell 
out  of  the  tree,  but  retained  enough  presence  of 
mind  to  thi-ow  his  coat  over  the  bear.  While 
the  animal  i-olled  on  the  ground,  hopelessly  tan- 
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gled  in  the  garment,  he  managed  to  run  on  his 
badly  lacerated  feet  to  the  home  of  a  neighbour, 
who  rendered  first  aid  and  took  him  to  the  hos- 
pital. The  wounds  inflicted  by  the  bear  are 
healing  nicelj'. 

We  understand  bears  are  very  bold  this  sea- 
son. One  slapped  a  man,  and  another  chased  a 
holy  padre  over  a  high  fence.  In  one  district 
it  was  not  safe  for  children  to  go  to  school. 

Non-Catholic  Assisted. 

Recently  the  Sisters  were  called  from  the 
chapel  during  Mass  to  prepare  for  an  urgent 
operation.  The  patient,  on  being  asked  his  reli- 
gion, said  he  was  not  a  Catholic.  The  Sister  who 
was  taking  him  to  the  operating  room  helped  him 
to  make  the  essential  acts  of  faith,  hope,  char- 
ity and  contrition,  and  this  evidently  gave  him 
courage  to  face  the  ordeal  more  confidently  and 
calmly. 

Convert  Instructed. 

A  young  man  patient  was  recently  instructed 
in  the  Faith  by  one  of  our  Sisters  during  his 
stay  at  the  hospital  and  was  received  into  the 
Church  before  returning  to  his  home. 

Murderer  in  the  Hospital. 

A  young  Ukrainian  with  a  head  injury  was 
brought  in  one  morning  in  the  custody  of  a  police- 
man. He  had  just  killed  his  father-in-law  at  a 
little  place  east  of  Edson.  His  wound  was  dress- 
ed and  he  was  put  to  bed,  where  he  remained 
until  noon  the  next  day,  always  under  police 
surveillance.  He  said  he  was  a  Catholic  and 
consented  to  see  the  priest.  It  was  thought  he 
committed  the  murder  while  temporarily  insane. 

Home  Nursing  Class. 

Of  the  many  extra-nursing  activities  engaged 
in  hy  our  Sisters  at  Edson  during  the  past  year, 
one  of  the  most  important  was  the  conducting 
of  a  class  in  llealtii,  Home  Nursing  and  Emer- 
gencies. This  class  was  held  for  the  benefit  of 
the  ladies  of  the  town  and  was  given  by  an  S.O.S. 
legistered  nurse. 

The  course  consists  of  twelve  lessons  prepar- 
ed by  the  Canadian  Red  Cross  Society.  A  cer- 
tificate was  given  to  those  who  attended  seventy- 
five  per  cent  of  tlie  classes. 

On  the  last  evening  a  review  was  made  of 
the  mo.st  important  subjects  taken,  after  which 
the  ladies  presented  Sister  with  a  modern  nurs- 
ing text  book  in  token  of  their  appreciation  and 
gratitude.  Sister  was  asked  to  conduct  another 
of  these  courses,  and  the  second  class  is  now  in 
progress  with  a  very  good  attendance. 
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A  Versatile  Room. 

There  is  one  room  in  the  basement  of  tlie  Ed- 
son  hospital  wiiicli  seems  to  be  follo\vin<>'  St. 
Paul's  injnnetion  to  be  "ail  tilings  to  all  men." 
Oft'ieially  it  is  the  laundry  room,  but  its  weekly 
seliedule  shows  that  it  has  many  and  varied  uses. 

Monday. — Stacks  of  flothin<i-  and  bed  linen 
are  put  throu<rh  a  thorou<rh  process  of  washin<i'. 

Tuesday. — The  mang-le  is  in  use  for  several 
liours,  after  which  sheets,  pillow  cases,  etc.,  are 
ready  for  distribution  wherever  needed. 

In  the  evening  all  laundry  apparatus  is  set 
aside  and  the  room  is  put  in  order  as  a  class 
room,  with  a  picture  of  the  Good  Shephei'd  hung' 
on  the  wall  and  appropriate  mottoes  on  the  black- 
board. For  this  is  where  and  when  the  class 
in  Health  and  Home  Nursing  is  given. 

Wednesday. — Another  large  ironing  is  done 
in  the  daylight  hours.  In  the  evening  the  room 
is  again  transformed  into  a  club  room  for  the 
children  of  the  parish. 

Thursday,  Friday  and  Saturday. — The  wash- 
ing, mangling,  and  ironing  are  repeated. 

Sunday. — This  very  useful  room  takes  on  an 
air  of  piety  befitting  the  holy  day  and  accommo- 
dates the  various  catechism  classes  taught  by  the 
Sisters. 

Added  to  all  this,  on  various  occasions  worthy 
of  celebrating  the  room  is  converted  into  an  audi- 
torium for  the  practising  and  producing  of  plays 
and  concerts. 


S.O.S.  CLUB  AT  EDSON. 

A  small,  tousled  head  was  upturned  and  the 
steady  blue  eyes  looked  hopeful  as  he  asked : 
"Sister,  can  we  have  club  again  this  year?" 
The  little  lad  was  acting  as  spokesman  for  the 
assembled  catechism  class.  The  (piestion  was 
put  to  the  group  and  it  was  quickly  decided  to 
have  the  regular  club  meetings  on  Wednesday 
nights  as  in  previous  years.  The 
first  gathering  was  held  the  follow- 
ing week. 

A  rather  tragic  happening  de- 
cided our  first  real  activity  for  the 
season.  The  sudden  death  of  one 
of  the  members  of  a  family  in  our 
district  brought  very  forcibl.v  to 
everyone's  attention  the  dire  pover- 
ty which  exists  in  some  of  the 
homes  very  near  us.  To  do  a  little 
towards  alleviating  the  suffering 
of  these  people  we  decided  to  have 
a  provision  .shower  in  order  to 
make  up  hampers  for  Christmas. 
The  shower  was  set  for  the  second 
week  in  Advent  and  each  one  made 
preparations  to  ensure  its  success. 
As  Christmas  was  fast  approach- 


ing, i)einiies  were  being  saved  for  Christmas  gifts 
for  our  friends.  We  did  not  forget  the  best 
Friend  we  have.  All  began  to  make  a  spiritual 
Christmas  crib  for  our  Little  King.  As  each  part 
of  the  crib  was  completed,  we  wrote  on  a  paper 
what  we  liad  done  and  mailed  it  in  a  special 
box  hanging  on  the  wall  for  that  purpose.  On 
Christmas  morning  all  these  prayers  would  be 
added  together,  a  Spiritual  Bou(piet  made  and 
presented  at  the  crib  as  our  gift. 

On  the  Wednesday  for  the  shower  there  were 
over  twenty  children  present  and  everyone  was 
])leased  with  the  results  of  the  event.  The  little 
ones  had  brought  over  thirty  tins  of  canned  goods 
of  every  variety,  tea,  coffee,  sugar,  flour,  fruit, 
Christmas  cake  and  candy.  Besides,  we  had 
thi'ee  bundles  of  clothes  sent  in  for  distribution. 

Then  followed  many  happy,  enthusiastic 
hours  when  hands  were  busy  and  enjoyment  was 
general.  Gifts  were  studiously  covered  with 
gaily  tinted  paper  and  decorated  with  attractive 
seals;  vocal  chords  were  put  in  tune  for  carols, 
and  last,  but  not  least,  games,  of  which  "Snatch 
the  Cap"  was  the  favourite,  were  played.  By 
Christmas  Eve  two  large  boxes  of  provisions,  all 
done  up  in  Christmas  colours,  were  safely  receiv- 
ed into  two  homes  in  the  country. 

A  chilly  Christmas  morning  dawned.  Freshly 
fallen  snow  taxed  the  strength  of  ti'ee  limbs, 
crowned  fence  posts,  covered  roofs  and  liedges 
with  a  sparkling  new  coat.  Despite  the  frost 
and  the  early  hour,  the  club  members  Avere  all 
present  at  there  own  special  IMass.  All  eyes 
were  on  the  crib,  which  stood  in  iniconscious  im- 
pressiveness  in  the  place  of  one  of  the  side  al- 
tars. During  the  ]Mass,  eager  voices  sang  carols, 
sweetly  telling  again  the  story  of  the  Babe  of 
Bethlehem.  That  same  Babe  entered  each  little 
heart,  finding  a  much  warmer  welcome  than 
was  oftVred  llim  when  He  came  to  tlie  cold 
Bethlehem  hillside.  Before  hurrying  home  to 
unwrap  pretty  parcels  which  we  knew  had  been 


Youiijj  People's  Club,  Ktlson. 
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plcK'od  under  fully  bedecked  Clii'istiiias  trees,  we 
offered  our  o:ift  of  tlie  Spii-itual  Crib  to  the  In- 
fant in  the  niaup^er. 

The  Quizz, 

The  Quizz  programs  on  the  radio  gave  us  a 
new  idea  foi-  a  competition — not  on  the  ordinary 
subjects  on  which  "Quizzes"  are  based — bnt  on 
Christian  doctrine.  So  for  weeks  ahead  of  time 
each  one  studied  as  hard  as  possible  to  know 
thoi'oughly  the  part  of  the  Cathechism  on  Avhich 
the  quizz  was  based. 

"We  had  a  party,  charo-ing  an  admission  fee. 
in  ordei'  to  buy  prizes  for  the  winnei's.  Two 
beautiful  little  statues  were  awai'ded,  one  to 
Miss  Patsy  Grant,  the  other  to  ]\riss  Jean  Mc- 
Xangliton. 

The  Third  Sunday. 

Once  again  the  children's  Sunday  has  been 
inaugurated.  On  that  Sunday  the  younger  mem- 
bers of  the  parish  sing  hymns,  recite  prayers  and 
are  ui'ged  to  receive  Holy  Communion.  A  por- 
tion of  each  Chib  meeting  is  set  aside  for  the 
practising  of  hymns  for  tlie  tliird  Sunday  of  every 
month. 

A  Club  :\rember. 


:\radge  (gushingly)—"!  love  Scott.  T  tliiidv 
his  'Marmion'  delightful;  his  'Lady  of  the 
Lake'  is  simply  superb,  and  as  to  his  'Ivanhoe," 
it's  a  perfect  dream." 

Norman  (sarcastically) — "AVliat  do  you  think' 
of  his  Emulsion?" 

Madge — "That's  the  one  I'm  going  to  read 
next." 


YOUTHFUL  HELPERS. 

We  oftentimes  receive  much  pleasure  and 
encouragement  from  the  messages  accompanying 
donations  from  school  children  who  are  inter- 
ested in  our  work  of  teaching  religion  by  mail. 
It  would  not  be  possible  to  print  all  these  letters, 
but  the  f  olloAving  are  representative : 

Dear  Sisters: 

No  doubt  you  will  be  wondering  wliat  is  in  such 
a  large  envelope!  We,  the  Sodalists  of  Hochelaga. 
are  very  happy  to  say  that  we  have  collected  five 
dollars'  worth  of  stamps,  so  that  some  of  the  chil- 
dren who  do  not  know  God  will  "become  acquainted." 
The  drive  lasted  one  week. 

Wishing  you  every  success  and  happiness  in  your 
work  which  is  God's  work,  we  are. 
Sincerely  yours, 

The  Sodalists  of  Mary. 

Hochelaga  Convent. 

*  *  * 

Dear  Sisters: 

I  am  sending  a  small  donation  from  our  Sunday 
School,  which  consists  of  seven  children  only.  My 
mother  teaches  us  catechism  at  our  house  and  the 
priest  comes  twice  a  month  in  summer,  but  only 
once  a  month  in  winter.  You  see,  we  have  not  many 
advantages,  but  are  anxious  to  help  those  who  have 
less.  All  the  children  contributed  to  this  little 
offering  and  hope  it  will  help  some. 

We  get  your  magazines  regularly  and  pass  them 
on  to  the  neighbours.  Respectfully  yours. 

Maureen. 

*  *  * 

Dear  Reverend  Sister: 

I  am  enclosing  a  small  sum  voted  at  our  Mission 
Crusade  Meeting  to  be  sent  to  the  Sisters  of  Service. 
We  wish  that  it  were  larger  but  we  know  that  you 
will  accept  it  with  our  prayers  for  success  in  the 
great  work  you  are  doing.  We  are  thinking  of  hav- 
ing a  small  Mission  Exhibit  on  the  Feast  of  St. 
Francis  Xavier,  Dec.  3rd,  and  we  would  be  pleased 
if  you  could  send  us  any  material  that  would  demon- 
strate the  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

Yours  sincerely. 
Secretary  of  the  Senior  C.C.S.M.C., 
St.  Michael  s  Academy,  Chatham,  N.B. 


QUEER  ADVERTISEMENT. 

They  must  have  long  church  services  in  a  cer- 
tain western  town  where  a  paper  announces: 
"The  regular  services  will  commence  next  Sun- 
day at  3  p.m.  and  continue  until  further  notice.'" 


REMEMBER  OUR  DECEASED  FRIENDS 
IN  YOUR  PRAYERS 

Very  Rev.  Canon  Casgrain. 

Dr.  Louis  Sebert. 

:\Ir.  O.  Dube. 

Mv.  F,  Morgan. 

Mr.  J.  Grace. 

Miss  A.  Downey. 

REQUIESCAXT  IX  PA(  E 


TheCalltotheMissionField 

God  has  invited  man  to  share  with  him 
the  Redemption  of  mankind.  This  is  a  call 
to  a  missionary  vocation. 

"Some,  hearing  this  call,  will  pass  it  by 
as  too  hard  for  their  feeble  nature;  some 
will  deem  it  presumptuous  on  their  part  to 
aspire  so  high,  feeling  that  the  vocation  to 
the  missions  is  a  rare  one,  given  only  to 
especially  chosen  souls;  while  others  will 
fear  the  criticism  of  being  odd,  and  will  be 
unwilling  to  invite  the  smiles  and  surprise 
of  friends."    (Most  Rev.  F.  X.  Ford.  ^IM.). 

This  attitude  of  mind  is  not  that  of  our 
Blessed  Lord  and  of  His  Church.  Is  not 
this  the  very  reason  why  so  many  real  mis- 
sionary vocations  never  come  to  fruition .' 
And  at  what  loss  for  the  Church  and  for 
souls-  G.D. 
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A  WINNIPEG  CHRISTMAS 


HRISTMAS  oreetings  are 
in  the  air.  and  to  all 
onr  friends  we  wish 
the  blessing's  of  the  In- 
fant Saviour,  and  the 
Peaee  and  Joy  His 
Birth  brought  to  tlie 
world. 

Here,  at  the  Catho- 
lic Central  Bui-eau  the 
Christmas  spii'it  ])ervades  everythino:,  and  our 
clothing  department  has  been  turned  into  a 
veritable  toy-land,  with  dolls  of  all  shapes  and 
sizes  peeping  down  from  the  shelves — toy  trains 
puffing  along  on  tin  tracks,  stuffed  dogs 
solemnly  contemplating  the  scene,  and  hockey 
sticks  and  skates  standing  in  the  corners  all 
ready  for  action.  Every  day  more  toys  keep 
coming  in.  There  will  be  a  sound  of  many  steps 
outside,  the  door  will  be  flung  open,  and  in  will 
troop  a  group  of  school  children  with  their  con- 
tributions of  toys  for  the  country  children  of  the 
Archdiocese  of  "Winnipeg.  These  toys — about 
two  thousand  of  them — will  then  be  carefully 
packed  by  kind  volunteer  helpers  and  sent  out 
to  the  country  missions  in  time  to  be  distributed 
by  the  priests  to  the  children  at  Christmas  time. 
Little  Indians  and  white  children  of  many  na- 
tionalities will  each  receive  a  gift  that  has  been 
sent  to  them  in  the  Name  of  the  Infant  Jesus 
by  children  from  the  City  of  Winnipeg. 

At  our  Young  People's  Club  and  two  Sun- 
day Schools  there  will  be  Christmas  parties,  and 
each  of  the  J)undred  children  will  receive  a  gift 
donated  by  the  members  of  the  Ste.  Madeleine 
Sophie  Guild,  and  the  Business  and  Professional 
AVomen's  Unit  of  the  Catholic  Women's  League. 
These  parties  are  being  talked  about  even  now, 
and  a  joyful  anticipation  is  in  the  air.  At  the 
Club,  which  meets  every  Friday  evening  in  a 
congested  district  of  the  city  where  there  are 
many  underprivileged  children  living,  the  Christ- 
mas spirit  is  uppermost,  and  it  is  inspiring  to 
hear  young  voices  singing  with  more  noise  than 
harmony  the  old  Christmas  carols,  and  to  see 
youngsters,  who  have  had  very  little  religion 
in  their  lives,  looking  with  wistful,  loving  sym- 
pathy at  projector  pictures  of  the  Little  Babe 
of  Bethlehem.  "If  I  had  been  there,"  said  a 
wee  mite,  "I  would  have  given  Him  my  coat,"  and 
"if  I  had  been  that  donkey  I  would  have  blown 
on  Him  real  hard,"  remarked  a  small  boy,  as  he 
blew  a  miniature  hurricane  to  show  how  heat 
can  be  generated  on  a  cold  night. 

A  week  before  Christmas  there  will  take 
place  our  "Old  Folks"  party,  when  lonely  old 


men  and  women  who  are  facing  the  sunset  of 
life,  will  meet  together  for  a  short  while  to  en- 
joy the  spirit  of  friendliness  that  makes  Christ- 
mas such  a  joyous  feast.  Each  one  will  receive 
a  small  gift,  there  will  be  Christmas  music  which 
will  revive  old  and  happy  memories,  there  will 
be  a  little  Christmas  Crib,  and  maybe  even  a 
Christmas  tree. 

Christmas  is  the  busiest  time  of  all  the  year 
for  social  workers,  especially  the  religious  social 
worker,  for  besides  the  regular  work  that  makes 
up  the  daily  routine  there  is  the  little  "extra" 
that  keeps  the  spirit  of  Christmas  alive  in  many 
hearts.  The  sick  person  to  be  visited,  the  old 
folks  to  be  drawn  from  sad  longings  of  the  past 


to  a  glorious  vision  of  the  future,  little  ones  to 
be  taught  the  meaning  of  Christmas,  the  young 
mother  to  be  helped  in  planning  her  Christmas 
festivities,  and  last,  but  greatest  of  all,  the  poor 
sinner  to  be  brought  back  to  the  Feet  of  Christ  in 
the  Sacrament  of  Penance.  These  are  some  of 
the  little  extras  that  make  Christmas  the  busiest 
time  of  all  the  year,  but  which  also  make  it  the 
happiest.  S.O.S. 


Harry — "I've  been  trying  to  think  of  a  word 
for  two  weeks." 

Charlie— "What  about  'fortnightf" 


Mr.  Smith — "I  hear  your  boy  has  a  gift  for 
recitation  Mrs.  Brown." 

Mrs.  Brown — "Yes,  sir,  indeed  he  has.  His 
uncle  says  that  all  he  wants  is  a  course  of  electro- 
cution, just  to  finish  him  off." 
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S.O.S.  Vacation  Schools  in  Swan  River 


Conditions — Geographical  and  Spiritual. 

Tlie  territory  of  the  Swan  River' Valley  covers 
approximately  2,()'[K)  square  miles.  The  Parisli 
Priest  resides  in  Swan  River,  which  is  the  prin- 
cipal town  of  the  Valley.  In  addition  to  the 
parisli  ehurcli,  there  is  a  Catholic  hospital,  with 
25  beds,  mana^'ed  by  the  Sisters  of  Charity  of 
Halifax,  who  also  conduct  the  parish  school. 
This  is  a  private  school,  as  no  assistance  is  g'iven 
in  this  Province  to  Catholic  education.  It  is 
at  present  held  in  the  main  body  of  the  ehnreh, 
the  sanctuary  being  cut  ott'  by  a  partition  on 
week  davs.  There  are  about  30  pupils.  Grades 
1  to  8. 

In  addition  to  serving  the  town  of  Swan 
River,  the  priest  has  to  look  after  a  great  many 
missions.  On  the  first  Sunday  of  each  month 
he  goes  to  Benito  for  the  second  Mass,  but  as 
there  is  no  church  there  as  yet,  he  uses  the  Com- 
munity Hall.  On  the  second  Sunday  he  says 
]\Iass  at  Birch  River  and  a  second  ]\Iass  at  Bell- 
site.  On  the  third  Sunday  he  says  a  first  ]\Iass 
at  Bowsman  and  the  last  ]\Iass  at  Swan  River. 
On  the  fourth  Sunday,  the  first  ^Nlass  is  at  Swan 
River  and  the  second  at  Border  Road,  Sask.,  18 
miles  west.  This  place  is  convenient  to  Swan 
River,  but  a  great  distance  from  the  nearest 
priest  in  Saskatchewan.  On  the  fifth  Sunday, 
when  it  occurs,  he  says  ^lass  in  the  Lenswood 
district,  where  there  is  no  church  as  yet.  There 
are  mission  chapels  at  ^lafeking  and  Barrows. 
These  two  places,  as  well  as  Baden  and  National 


Mills,  have  to  be  looked  after  as  far  as  weather, 
holidays  or  holy  days  allow. 

There  is  great  need  of  another  priest  to  help 
in  the  work,  as  the  distances  are  so  great  and 
there  are  so  many  families  fallen  away  through 
lack  of  instruction  in  their  religion. 

Summer  Vacation  Schools. 

A  substantial  contribution  to  the  instruction 
of  the  many  scattered  children  was  given  this 
sunnner  by  the  Sisters  of  Service.  Vacation 
schools  held  in  Benito,  Bowsman,  Birch  River, 
Bellsite,  ]\Iafeking  and  Baden  were  attended  by 
about  12.)  children ;  sixty  of  these  made  their 
First  Communion. 

Benito. 

The  first  sphere  of  action  for  the  Sisters  was 
at  Benito,  a  small  town  in  the  most  fertile  part 
of  the  Swan  Valley.  There  is  no  church  here, 
but  the  parish  is  dedicated  to  the  Blessed  Mo- 
ther of  God.  Mass  is  celebrated  once  a  month 
in  the  Community  Hall.  The  Sisters  rented  a 
small  house,  where  they  lived  and  held  their 
classes.  Both  morning  and  afternoon  the  chil- 
dren studied  catechism,  learned  hymns,  heard 
the  story  of  the  Catholic  Church  and  enjoyed  re- 
creation. Seventy-five  attended  and  ten  received 
tlieii'  first  Holy  Communion. 

Mafeking  and  Baden. 

^Motoring  in)rth  about  six  miles,  the  Sisters 
separated,  one  teaching  at  ^laf eking  and  the 
other  at  Baden,  ten  miles 
distant.  At  the  latter  place 
there  were  ten  First  Com- 
miniicants. 

On  Sunday,  -Inly  26th. 
Father  ]\I.  blessed  the  spa- 
cious log  building  which  is 
now  St.  Anne's  Chiu'ch.  As 
might  be  expected  from  the 
great  ^Mother  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  a  special  ble.ssing 
attended  the  work  here — 
the  recejition  of  four  con- 
verts into  the  Church. 

Bellsite. 


Losing  no 
ters  started 
site,  a  little 
the  foot  of 
Hills.    In  this 


time,  the  Sis- 
work  at  Bell- 
settlement  at 
the  Porcupine 
district  there 


I'  ii  st   CoiiiiniiiiK  iin(s   witli   TIkmi-   S.O.S.    (  iitfi  lii>l. 


are  many  Catholics — all  in 
need  of  instruction.  Twen- 
tv-seven    children  attended 
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the  (.'lasses  and  seven  I'ereived  First  Communion. 
Birch  River  and  Bowsman. 

Here  the  Sisters  were  again  separated,  one 
teaching  at  Birch  River  and  the  other  at  Bows- 
man.  At  Birch  River  tliere  were  tive  First  Com- 
municants and  three  baptisms;  at  Bowsman  six- 
teen made  their  First  Communion. 

The  grace  of  God  was  surely  woi-king  strong- 
ly in  this  northwest  district.   Parents  made  many 


sacrifices  to  have  their  children  attend  the  classes, 
the  children  joyfully  gave  up  their  holiday  time, 
while  the  priest  and  sisters  did  not  spare  them- 
selves. The  result  was  that  God  gave  His  grace 
generously.  The  "old  boy"  was  not  asleep,  how- 
ever. His  efforts  to  make  things  go  wrong  were 
(|uite  noticeable.  Sometimes  in  spite  of  the  best- 
laid  plans  there  would  be  hindrances  from  the 
most  unexpected  quarters.  But  he  was  not  al- 
lowed to  spoil  the  general  success. 


BOOK  REVIEWS 


THE  MISSION  APOSTOLATE.  Compiled  by  the 
National  Oft'ice  of  the  Society  for  the  Pro- 
pagation of  the  Faith,  109  East  3Sth  St.,  New 
York.    Cloth  binding  $l..iO;  pai)er  cover  T.jc. 

This  book  is  like  a  window  that  o!)ens  on  the 
vast  panorama  of  the  Missionary  Work  of  the 
Catholic  Church.  It  gives  one  a  sweeping  vision 
of  Christ's  army  throughout  the  world,  marching 
to  the  conquest  of  souls.  All  the  world-wide 
missionary  organizations  of  the  Church — The 
Propagation  of  the  Faith,  The  Holy  Childhood, 
The  Apostolate  of  the  Native  Clergy,  The  ^lis- 
sionary  Union  of  the  Clergy,  are  reviewed  and 
their  specific  object  and  activities  brought  in 
l^roper  perspective.  Naturally,  the  missionary 
activities  of  the  United  States,  both  of  the  Field 
at  Home  and  the  Field  Afar,  are  the  subject  of 
comment,  and  it  is  most  interesting  to  see  how  in 
a  few  decades  the  Church  in  America  has  ]iassed 
from  a  "mission"  to  a  "missionary"  counti-y.  She 
now  stands  in  the  front  line  of  missionary  en- 
deavour in  the  Church  of  God.  This  speaks 
volumes  for  the  Catholicism  of  her  childi-en. 

One  cannot  read  these  pages  without  feeling 
the  urge  to  join  the  ranks  of  Christ's  mission- 
aries and  to  work  with  them  for  the  extension 
of  His  Kingdom  on  earth  May  the  flame  of  apos- 
tolic zeal  that  leaps  from  this  book  spread 
through  the  ranks  of  our  Catholic  people! 


LAD  OF  LIMA.  By  Mary  Fabyan  Windeatt. 
Sheed  &  Ward,  63  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York. 
Price  $1.75. 

"He  (God)  wanted  some  people  black  and 
some  white  and  some  yellow.  He  wanted  differ- 
ent kinds  of  people  on  earth,  so  He  could  have 
ditt'erent  kinds  of  places  to  stay.  But  He  likes 
them  all  as  long  as  their  lieai'ts  are  clean  and 
nice  for  Him  to  live  in." 

These  words  of  little  Pedro  embody  the  lesson 
brought  home  very  forcibly  to  readers  of  this 


new  story  of  the  life  of  Blessed  Martin  de  Porres, 
so  delightfully  told  by  ^liss  Windeatt.  Although 
written  with  a  simplicity  that  will  have  a  special 
appeal  for  children,  we  are  convinced  that  grown- 
ups also  will  find  it  fascinating  reading,  and  the 
narrative  should  do  much  towards  dispelling  race 
prejudice  in  people  of  good  will. 

Blessed  Martin  really  lives  for  us  in  these 
pages,  and  we  lay  aside  the  book  feeling  that  we 
have  been  given  a  new  understanding  of  God's 
wonderful  dealings  with  a  soul  completely  sur- 
rendered to  His  love.  May  the  little  volume  be 
a  means  of  enkindling  in  many  hearts  the  de- 
votion and  zeal  that  made  such  an  ardent  apostle 
of  this  simple  little  lav  brother  of  the  great  St. 
Thomas ! 


THE  IMPORTANT  PIG.  By  Julie  Bedier  and 
Louise  Trevisan.  Longmans,  Green  &  Co., 
55  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York.    Price  $1.00. 

Readers  of  the  "Julie  Bedier"  stories  who  have 
enjoyed  meeting  the  Chinese  children,  Thomas 
and  Anna,  will  welcome  the  latest  contribution 
from  the  pen  of  this  gifted  author,  who  knows 
so  instinctively  liow  to  make  a  story  attractive 
for  little  ones. 

In  "The  Important  Pig"  we  renew  acquaint- 
ance with  Anna  and  learn  something  of  her  life 
at  the  Catholic  Orphanage  in  Lo  Ting.  Where 
does  the  pig  come  in  .'  This  humble  animal  was 
the  instrument  used  by  Providence  to  bring  about 
important  changes  in  many  lives.  The  circum- 
stances attending  its  flight  to  the  mountains  re- 
sulted in  several  conversions,  including  that  of 
Anna's  little  friend  Ah  Lan,  an  unhappy  victim 
of  the  Chinese  custom  of  child-marriage. 

Louise  Trevisan  has  again  collaborated  with 
the  author  in  providing  charming  illustrations 
which  will  assuredly  delight  the  hearts  of  chil- 
dr'en.  We  recommend  the  book  unreservedly  to 
those  desirous  of  a  woi-th-while  addition  to  a 
children's  library. 
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PPAf JE  THEREFORE  THE^IQPD 
OF  THE  HARVES 

IN  YOUR  OWN  WORDS 


3. 


(b) 
By 


PRAYER  does  not  consist  in 
luerely  saying  prayers.  Prayer 
is  "the  raising  of  the  mind  and 
iieart  to  God,"  and  tliere  are  many  more  ways, 
sometimes  bettei'  ways,  of  doing  this  than  by  re- 
peating forms  of  prayer,  liowever  good.  Forms 
of  ])rayer  are  good  in  so  far  as 
they  lielp  ns  to  ]nit  into  words 
tlie  tlionglits  of  onr  minds  and 
the  feelings  of  our  hearts;  but  if 
those  thoughts  and  feelings  can 
be  taught  to  express  themselves 
si)oiitaneously.  even  without  any 
\voi-ds  at  all,  or  at  least  with  very 
few,  then  onr  prayer  is  better 
than  that  which  depends  on  a 
form. 

For  clearly,  what  is  one's  own 
is  better  than  what  we  substitute 
in  its  place ;  even  if  our  words 
are  more  faulty,  or  our  expression 
more  vague,  what  comes  hot  from 
the  heart  is  better  than  all  else. 
When  Ave  read  the  New  Testament 
and  hear  the  poor  man  on  the 
roadside  crying:  "Lord,  help 
me,"  or  St.  Peter  breaking  down 
with,  "Lord,  thou  knowest  that  I 
St.  Thomas  paralysed  into  his: 
my  God!"  or  our  Lord  Jesus  Himself,  unable  to 
do  more  than  repeat  the  self-same  words:  "Fa- 
ther, if  it  be  possible,  let  this  chalice  pass  from 
me";  then  we  know  that  we  are  listening  to  the 
truest  prayei'.  And  when  in  our  turn  we  find 
our  own  hearts  crying  out  to  God.  whether  in 
faith,  hope,  love,  or  contrition,  then  we  sliould 
know  our  prayer  is  of  the  best. 

Forms  of  prayer,  excellent  and  useful  as  they 
are,  lare  best  when  they  suggest  this  deeper  pray- 
ing of  our  own.  Even  the  best  prayers,  if  mere- 
ly repeated,  and  not  delayed  upon,  will  in  time 
chain  us  down  to  a  weary  formula.  T  would  ratlier 
say  "Jesus,  I  love  you"  for  an  liour.  if  1  could 
mean  it  all  the  time,  tiian  repeal  or  i-ead  the  most 
l)erfect  act  of  lo\e  by  the  greatest  saint  or  tlic 
most   consummate   poet.     l\Iy   woi'ds   woiild  be 


Prayerfulness  Is  Cultivated: 

1.  By  realizing  God :  that  He  is 
everything  and  the  rest  is 
nothing. 

2.  By  ejecting  self  from  life 
and  letting  God  occupy  its 
place. 

By  looking  at  life  with  the 
eyes  of  God; 

(a)  seeing  His  estimate  of 
things ; 

seeing  His  goal  and 
purpose. 

trying  to  direct  life 
according  to  that  goal: 
"Whatsoever  you  do,  do  all 
for  the  glory  of  God. " 


love 
"Mv 


Tliee."  or 
Loi'd  and 


fewer,  and  weaker,  and  more  stam- 
mering; but  Jesus  would  know  that 
at  least  they  are  mine  and  no  other's, 
and  I  think  He  would  hear  them  more  tenderly. 
Prayer  cannot  easily  be  measured  by  words.  It 
is  measured  best  by  earnestness  of  purpose,  depth 
of  meaning  and  intensity  of  feel- 
ing; and  by  feeling  is  not  meant 
mere  sentiment  but  the  reality 
behind  it  that  abides  in  the  heart. 

Let  us  take  an  example.  A 
certain  lady,  who  gave  much  of 
her  time  and  her  wealth  to  the 
poor,  chanced  to  come  across  an 
old  woman  iu'  an  humble  cottage, 
who  had  been  bed-ridden  for 
years.  She  sat  by  the  sufferer's 
side,  gave  her  what  comfort  she 
could,  and  then  asked  about  her 
)n-ayers. 

"Do  you  say  your  rosary  every 
day?"  she  asked. 

"Every  day?  Bless  you.  no. 
not  every  day,  Madame;  I  haven't 
always  time,"  was  the  answer. 

Not  always  time !  "Why.  what 
do  you  do  with  your  time?"  the 
asked. 

"Well,  madame,"  said  the  poor  victim,  "when 
I  first  broke  my  thigh  and  was  told  I  should  never 
rise  from  my  bed  again.  I  just  thought  I  would 
give  myself  to  prayers.  So  I  arranged  some 
in-ayers  that  1  would  say  every  day.  and  some 
T  would  say  'at  intervals.  But  soon  the  'Oiu' 
Father'  began  to  grow  and  grow,  until  now  it 
sometimes  takes  me  the  whole  Aveek  to  get 
through  it.  (^h.  madame.  if  people  only  knew 
what  was  in  the  'Our  Father.'" 

And  here  tlie  poor,  uneducated  old  woman 
broke  into  an  exposition  of  the  prayer,  such  as 
might  have  come  from  the  lips  of  the  most  high- 
ly trained  saint  and  theologian. 

And  perhaps  it  did;  but  from  a  saint  and 
theologian  trained  in  God's  own  school,  the  school 
(if    ])riivcr    cond)ined    with    welcome  suffering. 

AR(T1B1SII0P  GfX^DlER.  S.J. 
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The  Adventures  of  Kitty  Puss — VI 


KITTY  GETS  JEALOUS. 

AS  tlie  iiiontlis  passed  Billy  and  Betty  f>-re\v 
more  and  more  attached  to  Kitty  Pnss. 
In  fact,  he  was  gettinf>'  near  to  bein<>- 
spoiled  completely,  for  both  children  worshipped 
him  and  argued  constantly  as  to  which  one  should 
hold  him  while  reading  or  studying.  They  even 
quarreled  as  to  who  should  carry  him  up  the 
stairs,  and  many  a  time  a  compromise  was  reach- 
ed by  Billy  supporting  the  head  and  forepaws 
while  Betty  carried  the  tail  and  hind  legs. 

Naturally  all  this  attention  created  a  feeling 
of  great  superiority  in  Kitty.  ^Ye  can  hardly 
blame  him;  it  was  enough  to  make  any  cat  feel 
important.  Then  one  day  Plutfles  arrived. 
Flutfles  was  a  woolly  white  puppy  given  to  the 
children  by  a  visiting  uncle.  Billy  brought  the 
puppy  and  put  it  down  beside  Kitty.  "Now, 
you  two  go  ahead  and  make  friends,"  he  com- 
manded good-naturedly.  "You  have  to  live  to- 
gether from  now  on." 

"Look  here,  Betty,"  he  called  to  his  sister 
a  moment  later,  "Kitty  hasn't  a  white  spot  and 
Flutt'les  hasn't  a  dark  one.  "We  might  change 
their  names  to  'Black'  and  'White.'" 

"Or  'Day'  and  'Night,'"  suggested  Betty, 
laughingly.  "It's  hard  to  tell  which  is  prettier, 
isn't  it?  Thev're  both  so  beautiful  in  their  own 
way." 

Kitty  listened  Avith  amazement.  Could  they 
for  one  instant  be  comparing  his  handsome  self 
with  that  miserable  little  dog!  lie  gazed  at  the 
newcomer  disdainfully  —  then  closed  his  eyes 
and  buried  his  face  in  his  paws.  He  would  make 
it  quite  clear  from  the  beginning  that  he  would 
have  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  the  creature. 
Hadn't  his  mother  taught  him  from  babyhood 
that  no  self-respecting  cat  ever  made  friends 
with  dogs — nasty,  dirty,  barking  things! 

But  Fluti'les  was  a  sociable  pup,  with  no  ex- 
alted ideas  of  her  own  importance.  She  waddled 
over  to  Kitty  and  gaA'e  his  bowed  head  a  friend- 
ly lick  with  her  little  red  tongue.  This  was  al- 
together too  much  for  the  cat's  pride.  How 
dared  the  little  wretch  be  so  familiar!  He  would 
teach  her  a  lesson,  so  that  she  would  know  her 
place  forever  after.  With  bristling  fur,  Kitty 
sprang  up,  and  the  next  moment  Fluffles  was 
retiring,  hurt  and  bewildered,  with  a  cruel-look- 
ing scratch  on  her  little  black  nose. 

"You  naughty  Kitty, 'J  cried  Betty  angi-ily. 
and  taking  up  the  kitten,  she  shook  her  thorough- 
ly, while  Billy  picked  up  the  wounded  Fluffles 
and  murmured  in  liei'  car  all  sorts  of  comforting 
pet  names. 


"He's  a  spiteful  creature,"  said  Betty,  look- 
ing at  Kitty  sternly.  "Next  time  he  does  any- 
thing like  that  we'll  give  him  a  good  whipping." 

Then  she  and  Billy  went  out  into  the  garden 
with  Flutt'les,  and  Kitty  could  hear  them  play- 
ing together  merrily.  He  felt  heartbroken.  It 
was  the  first  time  in  his  life  that  either  of  the 
children  had  spoken  unkindly  to  him.  And  all 
on  account  of  that  wretched  little  dog!  How  he 
hated  her !  It  is  really  hard  to  say  where  Kitty 
was  hurt  most — in  his  pride  or  in  his  affections. 
After  being  accustomed  so  long  to  undivided 
homage,  it  was  doubtless  hard  to  see  another 
coming  in  for  so  much  attention. 

Like  most  brooding,  jealous  little  folk,  Kitty 
soon  began  to  feel  very  sorry  for  himself.  He 
was  sure  nobody  loved  him,  that  he  had  been 
ill-treated  and  that  altogether  life  was  very 
hard  on  a  poor  little  kitten.  Ah  well,  if  the 
children  had  a  new  pet  and  wanted  him.no  longer 
he  would  go  away.  Perhaps  after  a  while  they 
would  miss  him  and  wish  they  hadn't  spoken  so 
unkindly. 

Cautiously  he  made  his  way  into  the  garden 
and  hid  in  the  branches  of  a  tree.  Gee!  but  the 
wind  was  howling.  He  had  all  he  could  do  to 
hold  on  to  the  tree  limb.  When  it  got  quite  dark 
he  would  go  further — far,  far  away. 

Just  then  he  heard  the  children's  mother 
calling :  "Come  in  now.  It's  dangerous  to  be 
outside  with  the  wind  blowing  so  hard.  There's 
a  big  storm  coming.  Be  sure  that  Kitty  and 
Fluffles  are  safe  indoors." 

A  storm!  Kitty  wondered  what  that  could  be. 
Evidently  something  not  very  nice.  Anyhow, 
he'd  be  safe  enough  in  the  big  tree. 

Presently  he  heard  Billy  and  Betty  running 
all  over  the  house  calling  eagerly,  "Kitty  Puss, 
Kitty  Puss!"  He  even  fancied  there  was  a  note 
of  anxiety  in  their  voices,  so  perhaps  they  were 
already  sorry  for  the  way  they  had  treated  him. 
But  they  wern't  sorry  enough  yet.  He  would 
stay  out  all  night  and  then  let  them  have  a 
long  search  in  the  morning  before  he  allowed  him- 
self to  be  found. 

Soon  the  house  was  fastened  securely  for  the 
night.  My,  but  the  wind  was  howling  fiercely. 
And  he  was  feeling  a  little  hungry — but  that  was 
nothing.  A  jealous  heart,  intent  on  satisfaction, 
takes  little  account  of  an  empty  stomach. 

A  half  hour  later  the  storm  was  at  its  height. 
Poor  little  Kitty,  drenched  by  the  fierce  swirling 
rain,  clung  desperately  to  the  tree  branch,  quak- 
ing with  terror  every  time  a  gust  of  wind  bent 
the  branches  almost  to  the  ground.  How  lie 
wished  for  the  soft,  cosy  bed  in  the  corner  of 
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the  pantry !  Cold,  miserable  and  terror-stricken, 
he  realised  too  late  that  in  trying  to  spite  others 
he  had  injnred  himself  most  of  all. 

Suddenly  there  came  a  gust  fiercer  than  any 
that  had  gone  before.  C-r-r-aek  !  went  the  branch 
to  \vliich  Kitty  was  clinging — and  the  wretched 
kitten  was  hurled  to  the  ground.  A  sliarp  pain 
at  tlie  end  of  his  tail  made  him  aware  of  a  fresh 
calamity.  A  large  board,  blown  from  the  side 
of  the  kitchen,  pinned  him  to  the  earth.  With 
a  bruised,  soaking  body,  and  an  imprisoned  tail, 
Kitty  was  indeed  in  a  sad  plight. 

Would  he  ever  forget  the  pain  and  horror  of 
that  fearful  night!  But  morning  came  at  last. 
The  doors  of  the  house  were  opened  and  out 
ran  Billy  and  Bettv,  calling  eagerly:  "Kitty 
Puss,  Kitty  Puss!" 

But  after  his  teri-ible  experiences  Kitty  was 
too  exhausted  to  utter  even  a  faint  answering 
"Meow,"  and  there's  no  knowing  how  long  he 
may  have  remained  in  that  painful  position  if 
Fluffles  had  not  run  across  him  accidentally. 

The  puppy  realised  at  once  that  something 
was  wrong.  Running  to  the  children,  she  made 
them  understand  after  a  while  that  she  wanted 
to  be  followed  and  led  them  to  the  poor  kitten. 

How  glad  they  were  to  find  their  little  pet 
had  not  been  killed!  Kitty  Avas  coddled  and 
petted  to  his  heart's  content.  And  how  good  it 
felt  to  cuddle  into  his  warm  bed — and  how  deli- 
cious the  saucer  of  milk  tasted! 

Best  of  all,  Kitty  was  completely  cured  of  his 
jealousy  and  from  then  on  he  and  Fluffles  were 
the  best  of  friends. 


A  GRATEFUL  BOY. 


A  gift  always  opens  the  door  of  an  Eskimo 
heart  declares  Knud  Rasmussen  in  "The  People 
of  the  Polar  North,"  and  then  tells  the  story  of 
a  little  or])han  boy  whom  he  ran  across  in  his 
travels. 

I  had  a  little  pocket  knife  in  my  pocket,  and 
1  presented  it  to  him  in  order  to  establish  our 
acquaintance. 

It  was  assuredly  the  first  time  in  his  life 
that  the  boy  had  ever  had  such  an  experience 
as  to  receive  a  present.  I  assured  him  that  1 
really  meant  it. 

Then,  without  a  change  of  expression,  he 
snatched  the  knife  out  of  mv  hand  and  ran 
oft'. 

I  did  not  think  that  I  should  see  any 
more  of  him,  and  was  just  going  into  our 
tent  when  he  came  running  up  with  a  i)iece 
of  walrus  nieat,  which  he  pressed  into  my 
liand. 

"Thou  gavest;  see,  1  give  too,"  said  lie, 
and  his  face  shone  wilh  gi-ease  and  witli 
pride.  — Exchange. 


CHRISTMAS  LEGEND. 

Christmas  Morn,  the  legends  say, 
Even  the  cattle  kneel  to  pray, 
Even  the  beasts  of  wood  and  field. 
Homage  to  Christ  the  Saviour  yield. 

Horse  and  cow  and  woolly  sheep, 
Wake  themselves  from  their  heavy  sleep, 
Bending  heads  and  knees  to  Him 
Who  came  to  earth  in  a  stable  dim. 

Far  away  in  the  forest  dark. 
Creatures  timidly  wake  and  hark, 
Feathered  bird  and  furry  beast 
Turn  their  eyes  to  the  mystic  East. 

Loud  at  the  dawning.  Chanticleer 
Soiinds  his  note,  the  rest  of  the  year ; 
But  Christmas  Eve  the  whole  night  long 
Llonouring  Christ  he  sings  his  song. 

Christmas  Morn,  the  legends  say. 

Even  the  cattle  kneel  to  pray. 

Even  the  wildest  beast  afar. 

Knows  the  light  of  the  Saviour's  Star. 

And  shall  we,  for  wlioni  He  came 
Be  by  the  cattle  put  to  shame? 
Shall  we  not  do  as  much  at  least 
As  the  patient  ox  or  the  forest  beast? 

Christmas  Morn,  oh,  let  us  sing 
Honour  and  praise  to  Christ  the  King, 
Sheltered  first  in  a  lowly  shed. 
And  cradled  there  where  the  cattle  fed. 

Denis  McCarthv, 


NOTHING  WITHOUT  TROUBLE. 

A  young  girl  adopted  the  motto,  "Nothing 
without  trouble."  She  kept  it  ever  before  her 
and  when  she  was  tempted  to  grumble  about 
work  she  called  it  to  mind.  That  girl  became 
an  accomplished  musician,  a  good  housekeeper, 
and  a  prominent  writer.  She  never  tried  to  "get 
by"  without  putting  strenuous  effort  into  what- 
ever she  was  doing. 
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LOOKING  AT  A  STAMP 


THERE  is  soinethinj^'  fascinating  about  a  post- 
age stamp.  This  is  so  tnie  that  throughout 
the  world  there  are  thousands  of  stamp  col- 
lectors, known  as  "philatelists"— stamp  lovers. 
They  love  to  gather  into  albums  these  tinj^  pieces 
of  coloured  paper  which  all  carry  some  mark  of 
their  country  of  origin.  For  hours  they  finger  the 
pages  of  their  collection  and  enjoy  roaming  around 
the  Avoi-ld  on  the  wings  of  their  treasured  stamps. 
The  King  of  England  and  President  Roosevelt  are 
known  to  possess  some  of  the  best  stamp  collections 
in  the  world. 

Where  lies  the  secret  of  this  fascination?  The 
postage  stamp  is  the  greatest  international  docu- 
ment in  existence.  Everywhere  it  is  received  on  its 
face  value.  Respected  and  accepted  by  every  nation 
it  goes  on  its  peaceful  errand  throughout  the  Avorld. 
National  barriers  are  lowered  on  its  arrival  in  any 
country.  It  is  the  greatest  ambassador  of  good 
will. 

AVere  we  able  to  analyse  the  purpose  of  these 
millions  of  stamped  letters  which  daily  pass  into 
the  maw  of  the  cancelling  machines  in  our  post 
offices,  we  would  discover  a  wonderful  cross-section 
of  the  varied  interests  of  the  nation.  The  whole 
gamut  of  the  realities  of  life  is  here  rehearsed. 
Silently  the  postage  stamp  watches  the  pageant 
go  by.  All  the  passions  and  interests  that  agitate 
the  Wman  heart  find  their  way  some  day  into  the 
folds  of  a  letter.  And  that  letter  is  carried  to  the 
four  corners  of  the  earth,  guarded  by  a  "postage 
stamp."  Who  could  follow  those  winged  messages 
as  they  wend  their  way  by  air,  by  sea,  by  rail  to 
their  final  destination?  To  so  manj^  that  little 

stamp  means  so  much ! 

*     *  * 

There  is  in  the  heart  of  man  one  supreme  in- 
terest Avhich  should  transcend  all  other  interests. 
This  is  Religion.  Man  was  made  for  God.  To  know. 


love  and  serve  llim  is  the  very  reason  of  his  exist- 
ence. In  the  depths  of  the  human  heart  there  is 
an  instinctive  tendency,  though  at  times  confused 
and  evanescent,  towards  its  Maker.  Our  soul,  often 
unknowingly,  hungers  for  God.  There  is  in  us  an 
innate  desire  for  Religion. 

It  is,  therefore,  but  natural  that  the  message 
of  Religion  should  find  its  way  into  the  mail  bags 
of  His  Majesty,  and  of  Uncle  Sam.  From  three 
focal  points,  two  in  Western  Canada  and  one  in 
North  Dakota,  go  by  mail  our  "lessons  in  Chris- 
tian Doctrine."  They  are  destined  to  those  peo- 
ple, particularly  children,  who  live  on  the  fringe 
of  our  rural  districts,  out  of  touch,  by  reason 
of  distance,  with  Mother  Church  and  her  saving 
message  of  Christianity.  These  catechism  lessons 
"by  mail"  try  to  keep  the  torch  of  religion  flaring 
in  the  night  until  the  day  the  Church  will  be 
well  established  among  those  people. 

The  "POSTAGE  STAMP"  is  the  trusted  ser- 
vant of  this  sacred  cause.  From  the  three  catheche- 
tical  centres  last  year  37,734  lessons  were  sent  to 
thousands  of  children  scattered  over  the  prairies. 
An  army  of  stamps  was  needed  to  accompany  these 
messages  of  Catholic  doctrine  on  their  way.  Here's 
where  we  may  well  say  "NEVER  'SO  LITTLE' 
MEANT  'SO  MUCH'  TO  'SO  MANY.'"  A  stamp 
was  a  very  small  piece  of  paper  of  a  few  cents' 
value ;  but  the  letter  it  carried  meant  so  much  to 
the  faith  of  the  children  and  parents! 

Many  of  our  good  Catholic  friends  love  to 
share  in  this  silent  apostolate.  Yearly  they  send 
a  contribution  of  postage  stamps  to  the  Sisters  of 
Service.  These  stamps  and  their  kind  prayers 
are  their  share  in  our  apostolate.  To  these  gen- 
erous friends  of  our  missionary  work  goes  as  a 
reward  of  their  zeal  this  comforting  promise  of 
the  Book  of  Wisdom:  "They  that  explain  me  shall 
have  life  everlasting."  G.  DALY,  C.Ss.R. 


LIFE  IS  NOT  SO  SHORT  BUT  THAT  THERE  IS  ALWAYS  TIME  FOR  COURTESY. 
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S.O.S.  STAMP  CLUBS  IN  ACTION 


IN  our  issue  of  January,  1942,  we  gave  an  ac- 
count of  the  initiation  of  an  S.O.S.  Stamp  Club 
in  the  Grand  Seminary  of  Montreal.  This  Club 
was  organized  by  Mr.  Dorien,  ably  seconded  by  Mr. 
Fontaine,  and  it  had  for  its  object  the  collection 
of  stamps  (or  money  for  stamps)  to  help  pay  the 
postage  on  the  thousands  of  les.sons  in  religion 
mailed  annually  by  the  Sisters  of  Service  fi'om 


their  catechetical  centres  in  Edmonton  and  Ke- 
gina  to  isolated  children  in  the  West. 

Through  the  good  example  and  zealous  pi'opa- 
ganda  of  Mr.  Dorien  and  his  confreres,  this  splen- 
did idea  of  "Stamp  Clubs"  has  spread  to  other 
seminaries,  so  that  there  are  now  four  Clubs  in 
operation;  the  original  at  the  Gi'and  Seminary, 
Montreal;  one  at  the  Seminary  of  Philosophy, 
Montreal;  one  at  St.  Paul's  Seminary,  Ottawa; 
and  last,  but  not  least  in  zealous  interest,  one  at 
St.  Peter's  Seminary,  London. 

The  monthly  contributions  from  these  various 
Club.s  have  been  of  inestimable  assistance  to  us  in 
our  endeavour  to  instruct  little  ones  by  mail  in 
the  truths  of  religion  and  bring  to  them  a  greater 
knowledge  and  love  of  God.  In  token  of  our 
grateful  appreciation,  we  are  listing  below  the 
amounts  contributed  by  the  Clubs  from  the  date 
of  their  inception  to  March  15th,  1943.  We  hope 
and  pray  that  these  figures  may  prove  an  incjen- 
tive  to  other  groups  of  students  and  seminarians  to 
"go  and  do  likewise." 


Grand  Seminary,  Montreal 

Organized  November,  1941  ....  $176.28 
St.  Paul '.s  Seminary,  Ottawa 

Organized  March,  1942    81.07 

Seminarv  of  Philosophv.  Montreal 

Organized  June,  1942    57.72 

St.  Peter's  Seminary,  London 

Organized  December,  1942    37.72 

Grand  Total    $352.79 


It  is  with  pleasure  that  we  avail  ourselves  of 
this  opijortunity  to  offer  heartfelt  thanks  to  every 
member  of  each  S.O.S.  Club.  May  God  ble.ss  you 
abundantly  for  your  generous  interest  in  the  wel- 
fare of  Ilis  little  ones.  S.O.S. 

PROFESSION  CEREMONY. 

On  February  2nd,  Feast  of  the  Purification, 
there  was  a  Profession  ceremony  in  our  Novitiate 
chapel.  At  the  close  of  an  eight-day  Retreat. 
l)reached  by  Reverend  Father  Gallery,  C.Ss.R., 
Sister  Anne  O  'Brien  and  Sister  Irene  Profit  made 
their  first  vows,  while  Sister  Dorothy  Daley  had 
the  happy  privilege  of  making  her  final  profes- 
sion. The  vows  of  the  Sisters  were  received  by 
Reverend  Father  Daly.  C.Ss.R.  On  the  same  day 
two  postulants  received  the  habit. 

We  offer  our  congratulations  to  these  Sisters 
and  our  sincere  good  wishes  for  many  years  of 
fruitful  service  in  the  Master's  Vineyard. 


"Howlers"  culled  from  pupils'  papers  in  a 
general  knowledge  examination  at  Glasgow  Aca- 
demy aiul  recorded  in  the  school  magazine  include 
the  following : 

"Noah  was  the  man  who  danced  before  the 
Ark." 

"Cubism  is  the  religion  of  the  people  of  Cuba."' 
"Lourdes  is  a  cricket  groiuul  in  England." 
"The  thumbscrew  is  a  kind  of  torcher  used 
in  the  time  of  John  knock." 
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I  Notes  and  Comments  | 


IJFE  IXSUKAXCE  VERSUS 
SOUL  INSURANCE. 

In  the  year  1936  a  total  of  $6,- 
407,469,845  in  life  insurance  was 
carried.  Six  billion  dollars!  This 
is  the  value  placed  by  Canadians 
on  their  lives.  And  yet  what  is 
life  insurance  but  a  gamble  with 
death? 

We  protect  our  mortal  life 
against  the  inevitable  and  often 
sudden  destructive  power  of  death. 
Those  dear  to  us  are  the  benefi- 
ciaries of  our  insurance. 

Why  not  also  make  the  Church 
and  Her  missions  share  in  your 
insurance  policy?  By  doing  so 
you  help  to  insure  yourself  against 
"eternal  death."  "Soul  insurance" 
is  more  important  than  "Life  In- 
surance." G.D. 

THE   WORK    OF   GOD  MUST 
GO  ON. 

We  owe  to  God,  to  His  Church 
and  to  ourselves,  to  see  that  our 
missionary  work  goes  on.  The 
eternal  issues  that  are  at  stake 
transcend  by  far  even  the  present 
terrific  struggle  of  the  warring  na- 
tions. That  we  have  to  help  our 
country  and  our  Allies  on  the  road 
to  victory,  goes  without  saying. 
This  is  the  duty  of  the  hour. 
Yet  we  cannot  forget  those  othei- 
soldiers,  our  missionaries,  who  are 
holding  the  front  line  in  the  great 
battle  for  the  Kingdom  of  God 
on  earth.  The  future  of  the 
Church  in  Canada  is  now  in  their 
hands.  All  depends  on  the  sup- 
port they  receive  from  us. 

G.D. 

HITLER'S  IDEA  OF  PROP.A- 
GANDA. 

"The  receptive  ability  of  the 
masses  is  very  limited,  their  un- 
derstanding small;  on  the  other 
hand,  they  have  a  great  power  of 
forgetting.  This  being  so,  all 
effective  propaganda  must  be  con- 
fined to  very  few  points,  which 
must  be  brought  out  in  form  of 
slogans,  until  every  last  man  is 
enabled  to  comprehend  what  is 
meant  by  any  slogan.  .  .  .  An 
immense  majority  of  the  people 
are  so  feminine  in  nature  and 
point  of  view  that  their  thoughts 
and  actions  are  governed  more 
by  feeling  and  sentiment  than  by 
reasoned  consideration." 

MEIN  KAMPF. 


TODAY. 

Today  is  life.  Tomorrow  is  a 
hope.  Yesterday  is  a  dreaim. 
Nothing  is. so  dead  as  a  day  that 
has  passed.  Only  the  trailing 
clouds  of  memory  remain. 

One  today  upon  another  today 
— how  quickly  a  decade  is  built. 
Youth  approaches  manhood  in 
high  heart,  embraces  maturity  as 
the  period  of  his  conquest,  and 
then  "remembers  with  a  sigh  the 
days  that  are  no  more." 

So  life  goes — like  that.  NOW 
is  the  only  opportunity.  NOW 
is  the  moment  of  success.  NOW 
men  decide — NOW  men  win  or 
fail. 

Take  care  of  to-day.  and  to- 
morrow  will  take  care  of  itself. 

ADVENTURE   IN    THE  HOME. 

Of  all  modern  notions,  the 
worst  is  this:  that  domesticity  is 
dull.  Inside  the  home,  they  say, 
is  dead  decorum  and  routine;  out- 
side is  adventure  and  variety. 
But  the  truth  is  that  the  home  is 
the  only  place  of  liberty,  the  only 
spot  on  earth  where  a  man 
can  alter  arrangements  suddenly, 
make  an  experiment  or  indulge 
in  a  whim.  The  home  is  not  the 
one  tame  place  in  a  world  of  ad- 
venture; it  is  the  one  wild  place 
in  a  world  of  rules  and  set  tasks. 
— G.  K.  Chesterton. 

WHY  FRANCE  COLLAPSED. 

Recent  French  writers  give 
striking  facts  with  regaid  to  the 
defeat  of  the  French  armies  in 
the  Summer  of  1940.  The  Ger- 
mans had,  it  seems,  7,500  tanks, 
and  against  these  the  Allies  could 
muster  only  3,500.  In  the  air 
the  Allies  were  outnumbered  by 
six  to  one.  The  Germans  had 
1,500  fighters  and  3,500  bombers 
of  the  first  line:  the  French  had 
only  581  figliters  and  100  bomb- 
ers. The  French  soldiers  used 
to  say:  "When  you  see  three 
planes  overhead,  they  are  French, 
but  when  you  see  forty  in  the 
sky  together,  they  are  Germans. 


HAVE  you 

A  DIME  SAVER? 


A  NICltEL  FOR  THE  LORD. 

Yesterday  he  wore  a  rose  on  the 
lapel  of  his  coat,  and  when  the 
plate  was  passed  he  gave  a  nickel 
to  the  Lord.  He  had  several  bills 
in  his  pocket,  and  sundry  change, 
perhaps  a  dollar's  worth,  but  he 
hunted  about,  and,  finding  this 
poor  little  nickel,  he  laid  it  upon 
the  plate  to  aid  the  church  mili- 
tant in  its  fight  against  the  world, 
the  flesh,  and  the  devil.  His  hat 
was  beneath  the  seat,  and  his 
gloves  and  cane  were  beside  it, 
and  the  nickel  was  on  the  plate — 
a  whole  nickel. 

On  Saturday  afternoon  he  had 
a  fancy  drink,  while  the  cash  re- 
gister stamped  3  5  cents  on  the 
slip  the  boy  presented  him.  Peel- 
ing off  a  bill  he  handed  it  to  the 
lad,  and  gave  him  a  nickel  tip  when 
he  brought  back  the  change. 

A  nickel  for  the  Lord  and  a 
nickel  for  the  waiter! 

And  tlie  man  had  his  shoes 
polished  on  Saturday  afternoon, 
and  he  handed  out  a  dime  with- 
out a  murmur.  He  had  a  shave, 
and  paid  15  cents  with  equal  ala- 
crity. He  took  a  box  of  candies 
home  to  his  wife,  and  paid  $1.00  for 
them,  and  the  box  was  tied  with 
a  dainty  piece  of  ribbon.  Yes,  and 
he  also  gave  a  nickel  to  the  Lord. 

Who  is  this  Lord? 

Who  is  He?  Why,  the  man  wor- 
ships Him  as  Creator  of  the  uni- 
verse, the  One  who  put  the  stars 
in  order  ajid  by  whose  immutable 
decrees  the  heavens  stand.  Yes, 
he  does,  and  he  dropped  a  nickel 
in  to  support  the  Church  militant. 

And  what  is  the  Church  mili- 
tant? 

The  Church  militant  is  the 
Church  that  represents  upon 
earth  the  Church  Triumphant  of 
the  Great  God  the  man  gave  the 
nickel  to. 

And  the  man  knew  that  he  was 
but  an  atom  in  space,  and  he  knew 
the  Almighty  was  without  limita- 
tions, and  knowing  this  he  put 
his  hand  in  his  pocket  and  picked 
out  the  nickel  and  gave  it  to 
the  Lord. 

And  the  Lord  being  gracious 
and  slow  to  anger,  and  knowing 
our  frame,  did  not  slay  the  man 
for  the  meanness  of  his  offering, 
but  gives  him  this  day  his  daily 
bread. 

But  the  nickel  was  ashamed  if 
the  man  wasn't. 

The  nickel  hid  beneath  a  quar- 
ter that  was  given  by  a  poor 
woman  who  washes  for  a  living. 

CHARLES  F.  RAYMOND. 
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"TERMITES!" 

"Modern  inventions,"  Bishop 
Mark  Gannon,  of  the  Diocese  of 
Erie,  Pa.,  remarked  on  a  recent 
occasion,  "have  created  influences 
that  have  violated  the  shelter  of 
our  homes.  The  radio,  automo- 
bile, cinema,  the  printed  word,  all 
good  things  in  themselves,  have 
been  freighted  by  evil-minded 
persons  with  ideas  and  theories 
on  life  most  destructive  to  the 
unity  and  holiness  and  sacredness 
of  the  traditional  Christian  family. 
Slowly,  quietly  and  insidiously, 
the  termites  of  paganism  have 
been  gnawing  at  the  great  power- 
ful Christian  Capital  beams,  until 
now  we  are  frightened  by  the 
forces  of  evil  running  loose  and 
rampant  and  boldly  and  con- 
temptuously denying  Jesus  Christ 
a  rightful  hearing.  Thus  we  are 
in  the  midst  of  an  all-out  struggle 
between  modern  paganism  and 
Christianity.  On  the  one  side  are 
grouped  the  unbelievers  under  the 
banner  of  secularism;  on  the 
other  side  the  children  of  God  un- 
der the  Cross  of  Jesus  Christ." 

Termites,  formerly  unknown  in 
our  country  but  now  greatly  fear- 
ed, are  persistent  creatures;  it 
needs  rigorous  treatment  to  bring 
them  under  control.  Is  there 
much  effort  being  made  to  control 
them  in  our  own  building?  Are 
they  attacking  the  soundness  of 
our  own  homes,  the  very  society 
known  as  the  family,  and  also 
society  at  large? 

"I  remember,  on  one  occasion, 
during  a  casual  conversation  with 
a  patient,  I  mentioned  that  a  cer- 
tain local  manufacturer  had  left 
fifty  thousand  dollars  to  the  hos- 
pital; but  it  did  not  interest  her 
greatly,  for  she  said:  'My  dear. 
I  have  no  place  in  my  thoughts  for 
people  who  die  and  leave  money 
to  charities;  they  would  take  it 
with  them  if  they  could;  but,  as 
this  is  impossible,  they  leave  it  to 
some  more  or  less  worthy  object. 
Now  why  don't  they  give  it  away 
in  their  lifetime,  and  so  make  a 
gift  of  it,  and  not  a  "leave?"  ' 

■ — -Ernest  Parker. 

I  THE  FIELD  AT  H0ME| 
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A  STORY  OF  THE  PURSUIT  OF 
THE  "BISMARCK." 

William  Hickey,  the  well  known 
columnist  of  the  "Daily  Express," 
tells  the  story  of  three  airmen 
who  lost  their  plane  and  were 
compelled  to  take  to  their  frail 
boat  in  mid-Atlantic  during  the 
search  for  the  "Bismarck."  The 
pilot  and  observer  were  Catholics 
and  the  pilot  wore  a  medal  of 
Our  Lady  Immaculate. 

"We'll  be  rescued  on  the  ninth 
day  if  we  are  going  to  be  rescued 
at  all,"  the  pilot  said  on  the 
fourth  day. 

On  the  ninth  day  a  regular  gale 
sprang  up  and  their  little  boat  was 
nearly  sunk.  At  5  p.m.  they  sight- 
ed a  ship,  but  were  immediately 
sucked  down  in  a  25  feet  deep 
trough  of  the  waves.  Three  short 
blasts  on  the  ship's  sirens  told 
them,  however,  that  they  had  been 
seen.  .  .  . 

"I  think  the  rescue  was  a  direct 
answer  to  the  novena,"  the  pilot 
declared  to  William  Hickey  after- 
wards. He  added:  "I  honestly 
think  the  whole  thing  was  a 
miracle." 

ONE  BILLION  PAGANS. 

"Let  us  try  to  form  an  appre- 
ciable idea  of  what  a  billion  of 
pagans  means.  Suppose  that  these 
unfortunates  in  single  file  are  ly- 
ing down  one  behind  the  other, — 
the  file  would  be  a  lengthy  one,  tra- 
versing plain  and  jungle,  scaling 
mountain  ranges,  extending  over 
seas,  in  short,  encircling  the  earth 
— 40  times! 

If  our  sympathies  are  stirred  and 
we  should  feel  urged  to  satisfy  a 
chimerical  desire  to  watch  the  file 
go  by — an  interminable  stream  of 
over  a  billion,  day  and  night  mov- 
ing on — at  least  a  quarter  of  a 
century  would  have  elapsed  in  the 
process." 

AFTER  THE  WAR  .  .  .  WHAT? 

"Until  we  have  won  the  war 
the  only  people  who  can  confi- 
dently say  what  sort  of  a  world 
we  shall  have  to  face  are  prophets 
and  astrologers;  and  their  success 
in  predicting  the  course  of  the 
war  has  not  been  so  great  as  to 
give  much  confidence  in  their  post- 
war predictions.  I  suppose  we  may 
say  that  there  will  be  economic 
exhaustion,  political  confusion,  and 
physical  distress.  But  for  the  rest, 
we  are  in  God's  hands,  and  very 
good  hands  they  are."  (Archbishop 
Birmingham). 
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Ways  in  Which  You  Can 
Work  for  the 

Salvation 

Op 

Souls 

1.  Renew  your  subscription  to 
the  "Field  at  Home."  Every 
$1.00  helps. 

2.  Send  us  stamps  for  the  mail- 
ing of  religious  instruction  to 
poor  children  in  isolated  dis- 
tricts. 

3.  Collect  holy  pictures,  medals, 
rosaries,  prayer  books  and 
New  Testaments  for  distribu- 
tion among  our  Catholic  peo- 
ple in  the  Far  "West. 

4.  Keep  a  sanctuary  light  burn- 
ing in  one  of  our  missions. 

.").  Donate  vestments,  altar  lin- 
ens, etc.,  to  one  of  our  mis- 
sion chapels. 

6.  Donate  linens,  or  hospital 
supplies  to  our  little  hospit- 
als in  the  West. 

7.  Provide  a  much-needed  dic- 
tionary for  the  Sisters  con- 
ducting our  religious  corres- 
pondence work  in  Regina. 

8.  Adopt  a  Catholic  family  to 
whom  you  will  remail  Catho- 
lic literature.  In  this  way 
you  will  be  participating  in 
the  Apostolate  of  the  Press. 
Our  Sisters  in  Regina  will 
gladly  supply  names  and  ad- 
dresses of  families  who  will 
be  most  grateful  for  your  Ca- 
tholic magazines  and  papers 
after  you  have  read  them.  The 
address  is:  2220  Cameron 
St.,  Regina,  Sask. 


NO  GREAT  DEED  IS  DONE  ItY  F.\I>TERERvS  WHO  ASK  l'X)U  ("ERTAINTY. 
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"PER  CORPUS  AD  ANIMAM!" 


A GRADUATE  nurse  of  a  large  Eastern  U.S. 
hospital,  Mho  .served  in  the  American  Army 
in  World  War  No.  I,  and  is  now  the  mother 
of  five  children,  once  said  to  us:  "I  appreciate  the 
many  works  of  charity  in  which  the  Sisters  of 
Service  are  engaged.  However,  I  believe  that  your 
greatest  contribution  to  humanity  is  found  in  your 
rural  hospitals  where  the  country  people,  especial- 
ly the  mothers,  can  enjoy  some  of  the  advantages 
which  medical  .science  provides  for  those  living  in 
cities  and  towns.  Had  I  the  material  means  with 
which  to  promote  a  work  of  religion  I  would  mul- 
tiply the  small  rural  hospitals  until  all  mothers 
living  in  ai'eas  having  a  scattered  population  could 
benefit  by  the  temporal  and  spiritual  blessings 
these  hospitals  would  provide." 

These  words  came  vividly  to  our  mind  recently 
when  on  opening  a  letter  from  Vilna  we  found 
enclosed  an  account  of  a  typical  day's  happenings 
in  our  17-bed  hospital  in  that  rural  settlement. 
This  description  of  a  rural  hospital  day  we  ai'e 
printing  below  for  the  information  and  enjoyment 
of  our  readers : — 


A  DAY  AT  VILNA  HOSPITAL. 

Would  you  like  to  know  how  an  S.O.S.  nurse 
spends  her  day?  If  you  will  come  with  me  I  shall 
be  glad  to  introduce  you  to  our  little  hospital  and 
its  way  of  helping  souls  and  bodies.  The  sky  is 
still  star-studded,  and  it  is  the  moon,  not  the  sun, 
that  peeps  demurely  round  the  corner  of  that  win- 
dow, but  it  really  is  8  a.m.  We  are  fairly  far 
north  in  Alberta.  Mist?  No,  that  is  not  mist.  It's 
the  cold,  so  intense  as  to  be  visible,  enveloping  the 
village  like  a  flimsy  veil.  This  winter  has  been  the 
most  severe  in  many  years.  Yesterday  the  ther- 
mometer registered  66  below  zero.  Nor  does  the 
cold  seem  to  have  abated  at  all.  This  should  be  a 
quiet  day.  People  will  not  venture  out  if  they  can 
help  it.  But  you  never  can  tell  in  Vilna. 

A  Potential  Apostle. 

Now  to  the  work.  I  think  we  shall  start  with 
Fred.  You  will  like  him.  He  is  eleven  years  old 
and  more  than  ordinarily  intelligent.  Wait  until 
you  hear  him  recite  his  catechism !  No-o-o,  relig- 
ious instruction  is  not  a  routine  order  for  all  our 
patients,  but— well,  I'll  tell  you  about  Fred.  He 
came  to  the  hospital  a  week  ago  with  all  the  symp- 
toms of  acute  appendicitis.  His  father  registered 
him  as  a  Catholic,  but  said  he  had  never  been  bap- 
tized. Fred's  appendix  proved  to  be,  not  merely 
acute,  but  ruptured,  and  he  seemed  to  be  in  for  a 
long  .siege  of  general  peritonitis.  Thanks  to  the 
wonder-working  Sulfa  drug  he  has  had  an  un- 
eventful recovery  and  will  be  going  home  on  his 


tenth  day.  Spiritually  he  is  doing  equally  well. 
He  has  gone  through  the  First  Communicant's 
Catechism,  and  he  really  started  from  scratch.  Un- 
believable though  it  may  seem,  he  did  not  even 
know  that  God  made  him.  Now  he  tells  me  that 
we  should  love  God  very  much,  because  He  loved 
us  enough  to  be  "hammered"  to  the  Cross  for 
us.  Fred  will  be  a  little  apostle  with  the  rest  of 
the  family.  His  father  has  promised  to  have  the 
children  baptized  and  to  come  back  himself  to  the 
practice  of  his  religion. 

The  Language  Universal. 

This  old  lady  has  a  heart  condition.  She  was 
very  ill  when  she  came  in,  but  is  much  improved 
now  and  will  soon  be  discharged.  I  rather  hate 
to  see  her  go.  She  lives  alone  and  supports  herself 
by  keeping  hens  and,  of  all  things,  a  livery  stable, 
which  she  manages  herself.  Very  likely  she  will 
be  found  dead  some  day.  No,  she  is  not  a  Catholic, 
but  Orthodox,  and  .she  seems  a  pious  soul.  She 
knows  no  English.  I  know  no  Ukrainian,  but  we 
get  along  famously  and  have  good  fun  together. 
Laughter  is  a  universal  language,  isn't  it?  Poor 
old  soul !  She  is  touchingly  grateful  for  the  slight- 
est service.  I  enjoy  doing  things  for  her.  Can  any- 
one resist  the  lonely  mothers  of  the  world? 

Another  Victory  for  Sulfa. 

Anne  comes  next.  Why  the  gown?  Well,  Anne 
is  a  very  septic  patient.  She  has  a  streptococcal 
throat  infection,  so  for  the  protection  of  ourselves 
and  the  other  patients  we  wear  a  gown  when  work- 
ing with  her  and  keep  everything  she  uses  separ- 
ate. Oh,  no,  she  won't  die,  although  she  probably 
would  have  a  few  years  ago.  Once  again  the  Sulfa 
drugs  come  to  the  fore.  Anne  is  only  sixteen.  She 
is  very  ill  and  very  miserable,  talking  and  swallow- 
ing with  great  difficulty,  but  her  disposition  .seems 
not  the  least  bit  affected,  nor  does  her  smile  ever 
dim.  She  requires  a  great  deal  of  nursing  care,  to 
which  she  is  responding  nicely. 

Our  Incubator  Baby. 

The  last  and  literally  the  least  of  our  patients 
is  by  far  the  most  important.  Haven't  you  heard 
of  "Inky?"  Well,  her  name  is  not  really  Inky— 
it's  Esther  Marie,  but  come  and  see  her.  There, 
isn't  she  a  darling?  Small?  Why,  she  is  positively 
obese  now,  weighs  four  and  a  half  pounds.  Just 
look  at  those  double  chins.  You  should  have  seen 
her  when  she  weighed  two  pounds.  Ah,  I  knew  that 
would  arose  your  interest !  You  see,  Inky  was  pre- 
mature— three  months  premature.  No  doubt  you 
remember  the  record-breaking  storm  last  Noveih- 
ber  which  snowed  in  most  of  the  Province  for  the 
winter.  Inky  chose  the  wee  small  hours  of  that 
morning  for  her  debut  into  the  world.  To  add  .spice 
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to  the  situation  our  doctor  was  snow-bound  in 
Edmonton.  Out  here  when  the  doctor  is  away  you 
just  do  the  best  you  can  without  him  and  pray 
earnestly  that  nothing  serious  happens  until  he 
gets  back.  Our  Lady  and  St.  Gerard  Majella  are 
powerful  auxiliaries  and  can  always  be  depended 
upon  to  help  when  needed.  In  Inky's  case  we  can- 
not overlook  Dr.  De  Lee  and  his  book:  "Obstetrics 


Tlio  Cliildren's  Ward 


for  Nurses.'  It  was  certaiidy  the  "vade  meeum" 
of  our  lives  for  many  days.  In  fact,  almo.st  every 
conversation  was  prefaced  with:  "Now,  Dr.  Lee 
says  ..."  The  idea  of  having  a  statue  of  St. 
Gerard  resting  on  De  Lee's  Book  had  many  sup- 
porters. To  return  to  Inky.  At  first  the  height  of 
our  ambition  was  too  keep  her  alive  until  the  doc- 
tor came  home,  but  Inky  had  no  intention  of  dying, 
so  she  was  wrapped  up  in  absorbent  and  tucked 
into  the  incubator  (hence  her  nickname)  which 
was  to  be  her  home  for  many  weeks.  The  first 
month  was  the  hardest— for  us.  She  did  not  seem 
much  concerned.  Gradually  she  began  taking  food 
and  gaining  weight  like  other  babies.  She  is  to  go 
home  when  she  weighs  five  pounds,  so  we  shall  soon 
lose  our  Inky. 

Life — At  Its  Beginning-  and  End! 

•  Quarter  to  eleven.  There  is  still  a  half  hour 
befoi-e  noon  prayers,  so  I  think  I  shall  finish  ar- 
ranging the  linen  cupboard  I  started  — Oh,  look. 


Is  that  a  runaway  team  coming  up  the  road  I  No, 
there's  a  man  driving  it— mu.st  be  bringing  a  pa- 
tient. See,  there  is  something  moving  under  that 
red  quilt.  That  must  be  the  patient.  Poor  people ! 
They  must  be  frozen.  We  had  better  get  the  door 
open. 

That  is  typical  of  Vilna.  Forty  minutes  ago 
I  was  planning  on  arranging  linen.  Then  the 
patient  arrived.  Now  she  is  comfortably  tucked  in 
bed,  and  her  new  baby  is  sleeping  in  the  nursery. 
It  was  a  very  close  call.  Do  you  know  that  team 
came  twelve  miles  in  one  hour.  It  is  a  wonder  the 
horses  didn't  drop  from  exhaustion.  Apparently 
the  poor  man  would  rather  lose  a  team  than  a  wife 
and  baby. 

There  goes  the  door  bell  again — probably  an- 
other patient !  It  is  too  cold  for  visitors.  Excuse 
me,  please,  while  I  see  what's  up  .  .  .  This  patient 
is  an  old  lady,  who  seems  to  be  in  a  very  .serious 
condition.  She  has  had  a  stroke.  All  we  can  do 
is  make  her  comfortable  until  the  doctor  sees  her. 
In  the  meantime,  let  us  go  to  the  chapel  and  say 
some  prayers. 

"This  Little  Pig  "Went  to  Market." 

Really,  it  must  be  your  visit  that  is  keeping 
ns  at  such  a  high  pitch  of  activity  to-day.  The  old 
lady  has  been  having  seizures  similar  to  epilepsy. 
And  a  little  girl  had  an  abscess  opened. 
I  peeked  in  at  her;  she's  very  sweet.  She 
told  me  her  name  is  Ilene  and  said:  "Want  some- 
thin'  t'eat."  So  I  tried  to  distract  her  with  "This 
little  pig  went  to  market,  etc."  .  .  .  Listen,  she  is 
calling  now.  Shall  we  see  what  she  wants?  "What 
is  it  Ilene.'"'  "I  want  Sister.''  "Si.ster  has  gone 
away."  No,  she  isn't,  you  is  her."  "What  did 
you  want  Sister  for?"  "Which  little  pig  had 
bread  and  butter?"  She  is  bright  for  two  j'ears, 
isn't  she?  Father  is  coming  to  anoint  our  old 
lady,  so  I  must  get  everjthing  prepared.  Yes,  I 
think  she  will  die  to-night.  How  good  God  is !  Had 
she  died  at  home,  she  would  certainly  not  have 
received  the  Last  Sacraments.  Probably  she  will 
live  only  long  enough  to  receive  them. 

Have  3'ou  found  the  day  tiring  ?  I  hope  not. 
Of  course  every  day  does  not  see  a  birth,  and  prob- 
ably a  death,  nor  an  operation.  But  monotony  is 
unknown  at  Vilna.  Each  day  brings  its  own  events, 
all  different  from  the  day  before.  Just  when  you 
have  made  up  your  mind  that  nothing  will  ever 
surprise  you  again,  the  biggest  surprise  of  all 
comes  along,  like  the  woman  whose  son  chopped 
his  thumb  off  with  an  axe.  Along  with  the  boy  she 
brought  the  thumb,  wrapped  up  in  her  purse,  to 
have  it  sewn  on  again.  Then  there  was  the  man 
who  insisted  on  taking  his  wife  home  three  days 
after  her  baby  was  born  because  he  had  twelve 
cows  to  milk  and  it  was  too  much  for  him  I 

The  Office  on  Mail  Night. 

If  you  think  the  clock  is  crazy  as  you  go 
through  the  hall,  don't  be  alarmed.    The  hands 
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occasionally  fall  back  two  hours  or  so,  and  usually 
choose  mail  night  for  this  when  everything  is  at 
sixes  and  seven.  Yes,  this  is  a  mail  night.  Can't 
you  hear  the  typewriter  pounding  furiously?  The 
letters  mu-st  go  out  on  to-morrow's  train,  for  there 
is  no  daily  mail  service  in  Vilna.  Were  you  to  look 
into  the  office,  you  would  see  a  sight  that  you  could 
not  soon  forget.  Sister  Superior  and  Sister  Book- 
keeper do  a  marathon  around  the  of- 
fice and  each  other  three  times  a 
week.  To  see  them  you  would  not 
believe  they  could  ever  get  anything 
done,  but  they  do,  so  they  must  have 
a  little  method  all  their  own. 

The  "Out-Door"  Department. 

No  visit  to  Vilna  Hospital  would 
be  complete  without  an  inspection  of 
the  "live-stock"  department.  Bill, 
who  attends  to  the  furnace,  makes 
minor  plumbing  and  electrical  re- 
pairs, takes  meticulus  care  of  the 
Diesel  engine  which  supplies  light 
and  power  for  Che  Institution,  is 
also  manager  of  this  important 
branch  of  the  work  at  Vilna.  For 
the  past  twelve  years  or  so  he  has 
devoted  himself  wholeheartedly  to 
the  expansion  of  a  miniature  farm. 
Four  cows  supply  all  the  milk  and 
nearly  all  the  butter  used  in  the  Hospital. 
(Bill  does  the  churning).  Not  less  interesting  to 
the  general  Hospital  Staff  are  the  hens  and 
chickens,  e.specially  in  the  Spring  when  200  little 
chicks  (white  Wyandotts  this  year)  arrive  from 
Edmonton.  These  are  put  in  an  improvised  incu- 
bator, for  summer  does  not  come  to  Vilna  in  April. 
The  tiny  chicklets  receive  many  visits  each  day, 
for  every  Sister  manages  to  steal  a  few  minutes  to 
take  a  little  peek  at  them  and  be  amused  at  their 
antics.  Since  chickens  were  tirst  introduced  into 
Vilna  in  1940  not  only  has  the  Hospital  had  all 
the  eggs  required  but  there  have  been  enough  also 
for  our  two  houses  in  Edmonton  which,  from  an 
economic  viewpoint,  is  most  gratifying.  All  in  all, 
we  like  our  chickens  immensely  except  in  the  wee 
small  hours  when  the  crowing  of  early  rising 
loosters  is  not  exactly  conducive  to  peaceful  slum- 
ber. It  is  then  we  think  with  pleasure  of  the  nice 
dinner  we  shall  have  when  their  "crow"  is  .stilled 
by  death. 

Does  It  Appeal  to  You? 

In  conclusion  — a  word  to  our  young  Catholic 
nurses.  The  incidents  related  above  give  evidence 
of  the  ine.stimable  service  rendered  to  ailing  hodie-; 


and  troubled  souls  in  the  S.O.S.  rural  hospitals  of 
the  West.  At  Vilna,  a  little  village  in  one  of  the 
greatest  wheat  districts  of  Canada,  six  Sisters  pro- 
vide 24  houi's  of  service  for  365  days  of  the  year 
to  suffering  humanity.  Catholic  Nur.ses  of  Canada, 
does  this  opportunity  for  helping  "others"  .strike 
a  responsive  chord  in  your  hearts  1  Had  we  but 
the  nurses,  we  could  open  many  of  these  little  hos- 


S.O.S.  Vilna  Hospital 

pitals  in  the  rural  di.stricts  of  our  great  West. 
Does  the  need,  so  graphicallj^  pox'trayed  in 
this  article,  inspire  you  with  a  desire  to  make  a 
generous  sacrifice  of  your  life  as  a  missionary  nurse 
to  the  sick  and  .suffering  members  of  the  mystical 
Bodv  of  Christ? 


BOOKS— PLEASE! 

At  our  Edson  Hospital  the  Sisters  have  inaug- 
urated a  Lending  Library  for  the  young  people  of 
the  district.  Lack  of  funds  with  which  to  purchase 
.suitable  books  is  hampering  considerably  this  very 
nece.ssarj'  work,  so  we  are  appealing  to  our  readers 
for  donations  of  interesting  books.  Many  of  you 
have  books  you  have  read  and  which  now  repose 
on  .shelves  and  tables— gathering  dust— when  they 
might  be  doing  the  work  of  a  missionary  among 
the  youth  of  the  West.  Look  around  and  send 
what  you  find  to 

The  Sisters  of  Service, 
St.  John's  Hospital, 
Edson,  Alberta. 

P.S. — If  you  have  no  books,  a  few  dollars  with 
which  to  buy  them  will  be  just  as  acceptable. — Ed. 


THY  KINGDOM  COME: 


THOUGH  THE  PAST  IS  IRREVOCABLE,  IT  IS  NOT  IRREPARABLE. 
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ADVERSITY  HAS  ITS  ADVANTAGES 

The  plane  was  still  bathed  in  the  mellow  light 
of  the  sinking  sun  as  Queenie  and  Prince  trotted 
across  the  old  timothy  field  with  their  young  riders. 
Gordon,  astride  Queenie,  was  ahead  of  his 
friends  but  turned  now  and  then  to  join  in  the 
cheerful  chatter  of  his  companions.  Prince  car- 
ried a  double  load— two  light-hearted  youths  of 
thirteen  and  fifteen  years.  Prince  had  also  an- 
other cross — the  annoying  presence  of  Allen  and 
Elden  —  two  mischievous  youngsters  running 
alongside. 

One  of  the  riders  began  humming  "The  Red 
River  Valley";  it  was  taken  up  by  the  others,  but 
at  the  height  of  the  song  a  sudden  scream  silenced 
the  chorus.  Prince,  evidently  frightened  by  .some- 
thing beside  him,  turned  quickly,  bucked,  throw- 
ing his  young  riders,  and  bolted. 

The  accident  took  place  seven  months  ago  and 
Donald,  after  spending  a  long  time  in  a  fracture 
bed  and  in  pla.ster  casts  is  still  in  the  hospital.  Ilis 
companion  on  that  memorable  night  suffered  only 
a  bruised  arm. 

The  past  seven  months  have  not  been  idle 
months  for  Donald.  During  the  first  part  of  his 
hospitalization,  he  studied  reading,  writing 
and  arithmetic  just  as  if  he  had  been  going  to 
school.  One  of  his  nui'ses  went  over  his  lessons 
daily  with  him. 

Donald  spends  his  day  reading,  playing  check- 
ers and  other  games  with  the  patients,  writing 
letters  to  the  folks  at  home  and  enjoying  visits 
from  his  friends  who  live  in  town.  One  of  the  lat- 
ter is  only  three  years  of  age  but,  despite  his  j'ears, 
is  a  "little"  man.  Gaiy  spent  three  months  here 
recently  when  Donald  and  he  became  fast 
friends.  Everyone  remembers  the  day  when  Gary 
had  his  cast  removed  and  Donald,  with  tears  in 
his  eyes,  kept  repeating,  "Don't  cry  Gary,  it'll 
be  all  right  after. ' '  And  it  was  all  right  for  now 
he  runs  around  as  well  as  he  did  before  his  accident. 
We  are  hoping  that  the  time  will  come  when 
Donald,  too,  will  be  able  to  join  again  in  the  games 
and  work  of  his  school  chums. 


A  TIME  PUZZLE. 

How  many  minutes  is  it  until  six  o'clock,  if 
fifty  minutes  ago  it  was  four  times  as  many  min- 
utes past  three  o'clock?— 26  minutes. 


SCATTER  SEEDS. 

Some  kinds  of  seeds  may  be  scattered  with 
good  results  during  the  entire  year.  Seeds  of 
kindness  always  reap  a  good  harvest,  even  in  the 
dead  of  winter. 


BOOK  REVIEWS 

MARYKNOLL  MISSION  LETTERS.  Field  Afar 
Press.  121  East  39th  St.,  New  York,  N.Y. 
Price  50c. 

This  latest  collection  of  "Mission  Letters"  pro- 
vides the  reader  with  vivid  pictures  of  the  life  of 
a  missioner  in  the  war-torn  Eastern  w'orld  of  to- 
day. The  letters  include  personal  narratives  from 
Maryknollers  in  Hawaii  with  graphic  descriptions 
of  the  Pearl  Harbour  catastrophe ;  from  the  Phil- 
lippines,  giving  highlights  of  the  Japanese  occu* 
pation ;  from  Hong  Kong,  Avhere  52  MaryknoU 
missionaries  experienced  the  storming  and  capitu- 
lation of  that  unfortunate  city ;  from  various  mis- 
sion centres  in  South  China,  where  war  conditions 
are  making  the  life  of  a  missioner  anything  but 
monotonous.  This  little  volume  will  be  read  with 
unflagging  interest  by  all  who  have  at  heart  the 
propagation  of  the  Faith  in  the  "Field  Afar." 
»    *  * 

TOPIX-An  Antidote  for  the  "Comics." 

The  Catechetical  Guild  of  St.  Paul,  Minnesota. 
Rev.  Louis  A.  Gales,  Director,  is  to  be  congratu- 
lated on  its  mo.st  recent  contribution  to  the  teach- 
ing of  religion— the  publication  of  "Topix."  This 
new  monthly  magazine,  modelled  on  the  style  of 
the  popular  comic  strips  provides  interesting  and 
informative  pictorial  descriptions  of  impoi'tant 
events  in  the  Lives  of  the  Saints  and  the  History 
of  the  Church.  We  are  confident  that  it  will  be  an 
invaluable  aid  to  teachers  and  parents  in  the  coun- 
teracting of  the  deleterious  effects  of  secular 
"comics." 


ST.  MICHAEL'S  YOUNG  MISSIONARIES. 

The  following  letter  accompanied  a  donation 
of  $10.00  from  the  Pupils  of  Grade  V.  at  St. 
Michael's  Academy,  Chatham,  N.B.  These  young 
missionaries  are  good  friends  of  the  S.O.S.  and. 
as  the  letter  shows,  are  constantly  thinking  of  some 
plan  to  help  the  missions. 

Dear  Reverend  Mother:  — 

We  have  been  saving  our  money  to  pay  for  First 
Communion  Courses  and  now  we  have  five  dollars, 
so  we  are  sending  it  to  you. 

On  March  1st  we  had  a  little  programme  to  aid 
the  missions.  From  the  proceeds  we  took  another  five 
dollars  to  pay  for  a  complete  course  in  catechism  for 
some  little  boy.  We  would  be  very  pleased  if  you 
would  send  us  his  name  and  address  so  that  we  could 
write  to  him  and  send  him  some  Catholic  books. 

Reverend  Father  Daly.  S.J..  attended  our  last  Cru- 
sade meeting.  He  told  us  all  about  the  Sisters  of 
Service.  We  enjoyed  his  talk  very  much  and  wished 
he  could  stay  longer. 

Your  little  friends. 
The  Pupils  of  Grade  V.. 

St.  Michael's  Academy. 

Chatham,  N'.B. 
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A  CATECHIST  JOTS  IT  DOWN 


Notes  of  a  Summer  Tour. 

L EAVING  Edmonton  on  Sunday,  July  5th, 
Sister  M.  and  I  drove  to  Kelly's  Ranch  and 
Maple  Hill  (New  Sarepta  missions).  I  re- 
mained at  Maple  Hill,  a  settlement  of  people  from 
Central  Europe.  It  rained  all  week.  Many  of  the 
children  trudged  to  cla.ss  faithfully  every  day  and 
were  usually  quite  wet  by  the  time  they  reached 
the  little  churcli.  We  kept  the  tire  going-  and  had  a 
pleasant  week  in  spite  of  the  dampness.  The  mos- 
quitoes were  vicious,  but  the  smoke  from  the  bar- 
rel stove  helped  to  keep  them  at  a  safe  distance. 
On  account  of  the  weather  we  could  not  have  the 
usual  picnic,  which  was  a  keen  disappointment  for 
the  children.  As  the  home  where  1  was  staying  is 
two  miles  from  the  church,  by  the  end  of  the  week 
I  had  learned  to  travel  along  gumbo  roads  at  their 
worst.  On  Saturday  afternoon  one  of  the  boys 
brought  a  team  and  lumber  wagon  to  take  us  home 
as  the  road,s  were  swamped.  Sunday  was  First 
Communion  Day  and  although  the  rain  ceased  at 
7  a.m.  I  thought  it  impossible  for  Father  D.  to 
make  his  way  out  from  Edmonton  for  Masis.  How- 
ever, I  went  to  the  church  intending  to  say  the 
Rosary  with  those  who  might  be  there.  Miracles 
do  still  happen!  Father  D.  had  arrived  in  spite 
of  climatical  and  "road-ical"  conditions.  A  num- 
ber of  people  were  there,  too.  Three  of  the  First 
fJommunicants  arrived,  but  the  other  three  could 
not  get  through  as  the  water  was  too  deep.  It  was 
a  happy  gathering  of  brave  people  who  loved  God 
and  proved  their  love  by  assisting  at  Mass  that 
morning.  Next  day,  we  returned  to  Edmonton, 
arriving  at  11.00  a.m.  Father  D.  said  Mass  in  our 
chapel.  It  was  good  to  be  home,  but  Sister  O'R. 
announced  that  I  was  to  leave  for  Delburne  and 
Sister  M.  for  Alix  the  same  day.  The  week  before 
we  had  checked  bus  schedules  and  found  that  the 
bus  for  these  places  left  at  4.00  p.m.  So  we  enjoyed 
our  breakfast  and  were  leisurely  taking  our  time 
when  Sister  telephoned  the  bus  depot  regarding 
tickets.  She  was  told  the  bus  schedule  had  changed 
and  that  it  would  be  leaving  in  20  minutes.  "Ac- 
tion" swiftly  replaced  "leisure"  as  we  rushed 
around  gathering  together  "necessities"  for  the 
journey.  When  the  taxi  arived  we  had  six  minutes 
to  make  the  station,  but  we  made  it ! 

Three  days  w'ere  all  that  I  could  give  at  Del- 
burne and  the  next  week  found  me  at  Grosmont, 
twelve  miles  north  of  Athabasca.  One  child  was 
there  to  meet  me,  but  by  the  end  of  the  week  I  had 
27  in  the  class,  which  was  made  up  of  half-breed 
children  in  grades  I  to  III.  The  seven  white  chil- 
dren were  in  much  higher  grades.  They  were  all 
well-mannered,  obedient  children,  but  they  just 
couldn't  memorize.  However,  by  the  end  of  the 


week  all  knew  enough  to  make  their  First  Con- 
fession and  Communion. 

At  one  home  that  I  visited  the  mother  spoke 
shyly  to  me  and  I  could  see  that  she  doubted  my 
orthodoxy.  But  when  the  little  boy  of  12  came 
along  and  greeted  me  warmly,  everything  was  all 
right.  The  lad  had  been  a  patient  in  our  Vilna 
Hospital  and  recognized  the  Habit. 

On  Saturday  afternoon  we  had  a  picnic.  There 
was  the  problem  of  having  our  little  Metis  neat 
and  clean  for  the  morning.  With  this  in  mind  I 
enquired  about  the  -safety  of  the  bay  off  the  north 
end  of  Lake  Baptiste  and  was  assured  it  was  a  safe 
bathing  place,  provided  the  children  did  not  go 
beyond  the  bull  rushes.  After  cleaning  the  church 
and  leaving  everything  in  good  order  we  walked 
to  the  bay.  Games  were  enjoyed  and  after  all  had 
a  good  swim,  we  had  supper.  It  amused  me  to  see 
that  the  half-breeds  had  eaten  their  supper  with 
their  dinner,  .so  had  nothing  left.  Father  F.  had 
brought  out  some  candies  earlier  in  the  week  which 
we  saved  for  this  occasion,  so  everyone  had  a  little 
"sweetness." 

On  Sunday  morning  Father  arrived,  expecting 
to  hear  nine  or  ten  confessions.  To  his  surprise  ami 
joy  there  were  42  penitents  awaiting  him,  19  of 
whom  were  children.  The  little  ones  sang  the 
hyms  for  their  First  Communion  Mass. 

At  Boyle  I  had  sixteen  pupils  of  different 
nationalities  and  they  were  interested  in  every- 
thing taught,  specially  the  hymns.  On  the  beau- 
tiful Feast  of  Our  Lady's  Assumption  the  chil- 
dren made  their  First  Holy  Communion;  As  lessons 
were  so  well  learned  and  the  conduct  excellent. 
Father  gave  them  a  picnic.  Two  cars  w'ere  borrow- 
ed to  take  us  to  a  beautiful  lake  in  the  woods. 
There  was  a  perfect  sandy  beach  and  the  water 
was  shallow  enough  for  even  the  youngest  to  bathe 
safely.  The  four  gallons  of  drinking  fluid,  lemon- 
ade, orangeade,  etc.,  were  buried  in  the  water 
to  be  kept  cool  until  supper  time.  Games  were 
played  and  prizes  awarded,  but  tlie  chil- 
dren .spent  most  of  the  time  in  the  water. 
During  the  week  they  had  collected  money  among 
themselves  and  bought  weiners  for  this  picnic. 
These  they  speared  with  sharpened  branches  and 
roa.sted  over  hot  coals.  There  was  no  such  formali- 
ty as  setting  a  table  but  a  pile  of  lumber  served 
as  a  place  to  spread  out  the  lunch. 

At  Deep  Creek  I  found  twenty  Catholic  fami- 
lies—Polish and  Ukrainian.  They  came  from  the 
Old  Country  about  thirteen  years  ago.  The  Gov- 
ernment gave  them  land  in  this  isolated  district 
for  a  .small  sum.  They  cleared  the  land,  though 
it  was  mostly  muskeg — and  they  have  kept  the 
Faith.  At  least  five  of"  the  women  recognized  me 
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as  a  Sister  of  Service  and  a  friend,  for  tliey  had 
been  met  at  the  poi't  of  Halifax  or  Quebec  by  our 
Sisters.  During-  the  week  I  visited  15  of  the  20 
families.  They  all  gave  me  a  hearty  welcome. 

On  the  first  day  of  class  six  children  came,  but 
I  was  told  there  should  be  forty.  After  class  I 
asked  the  family  across  the  road  if  they  would 
loan  me  a  team  .so  that  T  could  go  in  search  of  the 


First  < 'oiniiiiiiiioii  (  Iunn  al   l)e<'i)  i  ici  lv, 

children.  The  daughter,  Isabel,  18  years  of  age, 
spoke  English  well.  She  said  .she  would  take  their 
team  and  come  with  me.  We  drove  over  bru.sh. 
through  muskeg.  There  were  no  such  things  as 
bridges  over  ditches;  we  just  di'ove  into  and  out 
of  them.  The  team  of  young  horses  had  been  well 
fed  and  little  worked,  so  they  were  lively.  Every 
time  thej^  came  to  a  ditch  they  decided  to  fly  over 
it.  I  was  glad  my  head  was  well  fa.stened.  AVe 
.spent  tive  minutes  at  each  home.  Isabel  was  a  grand 
interpreter.  The  next  morning  I  had  32  children 
at  class.  On  Saturday  we  wanted  a  picnic, 
but  there  was  nothing  mucli  with  which  to  have 
one.  Being  30  miles  out  of  Athabasca  we  couldn't 
just  ".send  to  the  store."  However,  we  all  went 
to  the  river  and  picked  high-bush  cranberries, 
choke-cherriets,  etc.  There  wei'c  plenty  of  bear  and 
deer  tracks,  but  we  saw  neither  bears  nor  deer. 
Thirty-five  children  made  quite  a  noise,  so  the 
bears  must  have  thought  we  were  on  the  warpath. 

The  next  morning  was  to  have  been  First  Com- 
munion Day.  Father  had  promised  to  come  out 
from  Athabasca  and  we  were  to  have  Mass  in  the 
school.  Nineteen  chihlren  had  been  pre|)ared  and 
they  were  pi'esent  in  good  time.  At  !).30  as  Father 
did  not  arrive,  we  started  class  and  at  eleven  all 
ate  their  breakfast.  I  asked  them  to  return  the 
next  day  and  they  did.  Clean  a)ul  neat — the  boys 
in  overalls  and  the  girls  in  clean  plain  dresses 
with  home-made  wreaths  of  garden  flowers— the:^' 
trudged  throusih  the  nuul.  Outside  the  scliool  a 


shell-like  hole  held  clean  water,  so  they  washed 
off  their  feet  before  coming  into  the  school.  The 
roads  were  still  bad  and  it  was  a  dark  threatening 
day,  but  we  waited  and  hoped.  At  nine  we  began 
class.  At  10  :30  I  told  the  children  they  had  better 
eat  their  breakfast,  as  it  looked  as  though  Father 
(!0uldn't  get  out  to  us.  They  a.sked  if  they  couldn't 
wait  until  eleven  as  they  had  done  the  daj-  before. 

I  asked  for  hands  up  from  all  those 
Avho  wanted  to  Avait  and  29  hands 
went  up.    I  sent  them  out  for  a  lit- 
tle fre.sh  air.  as  the  stove  had  been 
smoking,  but  it  was  cold  and  they 
.soon  came  in  and  asked  for  a  story. 
We  started  on  "St.  Francis  and  the 
Wolf."    At  five  minutes  to  eleven 
the  door  opened  and  in  came  Father. 
He   Avas   given   a    great  Aveleome. 
which  must  have  atoned  someAvhat 
for  his  strenuous  trip.  No  other  car 
had  dared  the  roads,  .so  he  had  to 
break  his  oavu  trail  after  the  storm. 
Father  Avas  delighted  to  see  so  many 
happy  children  aAvaiting  his  arrival 
so  that  they  could  receive  our  Lord 
in  Holy  Communion.   One  little  boy 
of  ten  years  Avho  had  been  baptized 
by  an  Anglican  minister,  but  Avanted 
to  be  a  Catholic  like  his  brothers 
and  sisters,  Avas  condtionally  bap- 
tized so  that  he,  too.  could  make  his 
First  Confession  and  Communion.  He  and  a  com- 
panion of  the  same  age  had  Avalked  five  miles  Avith 
their  clothes  in  a  bag  on  their  backs.  After  the 
baptism  Father  heard  the  30  confessions  before 
Mass.   Not  once  diu'ing  the  Ma.ss  did  a  child  com- 
plain, althougrh  they  must  have  been  both  tired 
and  huirgry.    Surely  such  fervour  Avill  bring  a 
ble.ssing  from  God  on  their  families !    After  the 
Mass,  some  of  the  parents  Avho  lived  near  by 
brought  fresh  hot  coffee,  cakes  and  cookies  for 
the  children's  breakfast. 

We  left  Deep  Creek  at  3  :30  and  reached  Atha- 
basca at  5 :45.  After  supper  Ave  started  for  Ed- 
monton. The  rain  accomi)anied  us  all  the  Ava.^.  As 
we  neared  St.  Albert  Ave  had  a  puncture  and  Father 
had  to  get  out  in  the  rain  and  change  tires.  An- 
other car  pulled  up  and  gave  us  the  use  of  their 
jack  and  head-lights.  We  proceeded  on  our  Avay 
until  Avithin  .seven  blocks  of  home,  Avhen  the  lights 
Avent  <uit  and  the  gas  tank  Avent  dry.  SomehoAV  Ave 
made  the  seven  blocks  home! 

HoAv  quickly  the  summer  pa.ssed.  If  only  tour 
time  Avere  12  months  in  the  year,  so  that  one 
could  reach  more  rural  lambs  of  Christ  and  pre- 
pare them  for  His  coming  1  During  the  summer  I 
taught  151  children,  55  of  Avhom  Avere  prepared 
for  P^irst  Communion,  and  I  visited  32  families. 


A  man  may  be  a  blot  or  a  blessing — A  blank 
he  can  never  be. 
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ACTIVITIES  AT  THE  CBC 


SINCE  the  inanagenient  of  the  Catholic  Central 
Bureau  in  Winnipeji-  was  taken  over  b.y  the 
Sisters  of  Service  in  1941,  much  effort  has 
been  devoted  to  group  work,  especially  with  youth, 
for  we  feel  that  no  work  is  more  imj)ortant  than 
that  whicli  has  for  its  aim  the  formation  of  the 
minds  and  hearts  of  our  children  in  accordance  with 
sound  Catholic  principles  and  ideals.  The  group 
work,  however,  has  not  been  the  only  activity  un- 
dertaken by  the  l^ureau  during  the  year.  Charitj' 
is  not  confined  to  one  particular  service  and  the 
object  of  the  Bureau's  existence  is  to  be  a  centre 
where  Catholics  — all  Catholics—  may  find  help  in 
the  solution  of  their  problems,  material  assistance 
and  the  advice  and  direction  they  may  need.  The 
Bureau  works  in  close  accord  with  the  other  social 
agencies  of  the  City,  and  is  able  to  refer  cases 
of  distress  to  the  organization  best  able  to  give 
relief. 

Self-Adjustment  Encouraged. 

The  Catholic  Social  Worker  is  frequently  called 
upon  to  interpret  Catholic  principles  in  their 
application  to  current  social  problems,  and  the 
Bureau,  either  through  its  Chaplain  or  Director 
has  always  been  ready  to  give  advice  to  clients  in 
keeping  Avith  Catholic  thought.  During  the  past 
year  851  interviews  were  given  at  the  Bureau.  At 
these  interviews  due  consideration  is  given  to  each 
person  and  it  is  often  found  that,  by  advising  the 
applicant,  a  proper  adjustment  can  be  made  with- 
out giving  further  service.  In  some  cases  there  i.s 
need  of  medical  care  and  financial  assistance ;  then 
the  resources  of  the  community  are  explained  and 
proper  referrals  made.  One  of  the  fundamental 
objectives  of  social  case  work  is  the  development 
of  personality  or  helping  the  client  to  help  him- 
self, and  this  can  often  be  done  only  through  the 
giving  of  material  assistance.  The  Bureau  dees  not 
give  money,  but  through  its  clothing  department 
it  is  able  to  help  many  to  readjust  themselves  to 
their  surroundings.  During  the  past  year  1663 
garments  were  given  to  people  in  the  city  and 
4218  distributed  in  the  country  districts  of  the 
Archdiocese. 

Special  Cases. 

The  Bureau  was  notified  that  a  young  mother 
and  her  baby  had  been  left  destitute  in  a  rooming 
house.  Several  visits  were  made,  many  phone  calls 
put  through,  and  an  emergency  food  supply  given 
to  keep  them  until  arangements  could  be  made 
for  their  removal. 

A  girl  suffering  from  a  mental  condition  was 
found  alone  in  a  rooming  house.  She  was  taken 
to  the  Hostel  for  the  night  and  in  the  morning 
arrangements  were  made  for  having  her  admitted 


to  the  Psychiatric  Department  of  the  General 
Hospital. 

A  young  married  couple  lost  all  their  belong- 
ings in  a  fire.  After  phoning  the  Fire  Department 
and  verifying  their  statements,  we  supplied  them 
with  clothes  and  other  necessities. 

Arrangements  were  made  for  thi'ee  baptisms 
and  two  funerals.  One  marriage  was  validated. 
We  were  responsible  for  having  21  children  trans- 
ferred from  Public  to  Catholic  Schools. 

Applications  were  made  to  the  Council  of  So- 
cial Agencies  Christmas  Cheer  Fund  and  grants 
received  to  enable  us  to  pay  half  the  cost  of  den- 
tures for  a  woman,  to  obtain  glasses  for  two  men 
and  household  effects  to  the  value  of  $15.00  for 
a  family.  $60.00  was  also  received  from  the  same 
fund  to  buy  clothing  for  children  or  families  in 
the  low-income  group. 

Group  Work. 

In  February  a  Sunday  Sch(,oI  for  children 
attending  the  Public  Schools  of  the  district  was 
opened  at  the  Bureau.  At  first  only  seven  children 
registered,  but  within  a  few  w-eeks  the  number 
had  risen  to  forty-two.  On  October  4th  a  second 
Sunday  School  w^as  opened  at  530  Main  St.  This 
Sunday  School  has  now  an  attendance  of  between 
sixty  and  seventy  children. 

It  has  been  found  that  much  delinquency 
among  children  is  caused  by  too  much  leisi^re. 
Youth  by  nature  is  energetic  and  active;  it  is 
certainly  looking  for  something  to  do.  For  this 
reason  a  Club  was  started  for  young  people  in 
which  they  could  learn  to  use  their  leisure  time 
well,  and  be  kept  in  active  contact  with  the  Church. 
This  Club  meets  every  Friday  evening  in  a  room 
at  the  rear  of  Stanley's  Cafe,  530  Main  St.,  and  the 
programme  varies  each  week.  Sometimes  moving 
pictures  are  show^n,  sometimes  the  children  play 
games,  or  work  at  the  making  of  model  airplanes 
and  other  handicrafts.  Occasionally  there  are 
amateur  nights  when  everyone  does  something  to 
entertain  the  others  and  always  a  spirit  of  happi- 
ness and  good  fellow-ship  prevails.  This  month  a 
second  Club  was  opened  at  the  Bureau  for  children 
living  south  of  Portage  Avenue.  This  Club  meets 
Monday  evenings,  and  students  from  the  Winni- 
peg Normal  School  are  in  charge  of  games. 

Care  for  the  lonely  and  aged  has  always  been 
a  great  concern  of  the  Church.  In  our  work  at  the 
Bureau  many  elder'ly  men  and  women  or  younger 
ones  living  alone  in  rooms  have  come  to  us  for 
advice  or  material  assistance.  Their  outlook  on  life 
is  not  very  bright,  so  in  order  to  moke  their  Lot 
happier  social  evenings  were  inaugurated  at  the 
Bureau  every  second  Wednesday  evning  during 
th  winter  months.  The  various  parishes  of  the 
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City  take  turns  in  providing  refreshments.  During 
the  year  several  entertainments  were  given.  At 
Christmas  there  was  a  party  with  gifts  for  every- 
one. 

Information,  Please ! 

The  Bureau  has  been  a  source  of  information 
for  many  during  the  past  year,  and  varied  are  the 
questions  asked.  On  a  Fast  Day  we  get  phone 
calls  asking  if  meat  can  be  eaten.  AVe  are  asked 
the  time  of  the  Masses  in  the  Churches,  or  when 
Confessions  are  heard.  We  were  even  asked  if  Mayor 
La  Guardia  of  New  York  was  an  Italian,  and  the 
age  and  family  name  of  the  present  Pope.  We  are 
asked  to  give  the  correct  form  of  address  to  be 
used  when  writing  to  a  Monsignor,  and  we  are 
asked  to  trace  missing  relatives.  Expre.s8  Compa- 
nies have  asked  for  help  in  sending  wrongly  ad- 
dressed parcels  to  their  proper  destination.  Taking 
things  all  in  all  a  Bureau  worker  needs  a  fund  of 
infoi'mation  in  order  to  be  useful. 

Never  before  in  our  time  has  the  opportunity 
for  doing  good  been  greater.  Wherever  we  look 
we  see  poverty,  sickness  and  sorrow.  Our  respon- 
sibility as  Catholics  is  great,  and  we  cannot  be 
fully  conscious  of  it  unless  we  are  mindful  that 
we  are  members  of  one  another  in  the  Mystical 
Body  of  Christ.  Thus  the  volunteer,  and  he  who 
gives  his  whole  time  to  working  for  God's  poor,  be- 
come as  it  were  other  Christs,  for,  in  the  words  of 
Monsignor  Fulton  Sheen,  "We  must  remember  that 
Christ  has  no  other  eyes  with  which  to  see  the 
poor  than  our  eyes:  lie  has  no  other  hands  with 
which  to  feed  the  hungry  than  our  hands;  lie  has 
no  other  feet  to  go  about  doing  good  than  ouv 
feet..." 


Chairman — "I  wish  to  announce  that  on  Wed- 
nesday evening  the  Ladies'  Aid  will  have  a  Jum- 
ble Sale.  This  is  a  chance  for  all  the  ladies  of 
the  congregation  to  get  rid  of  anj'thing  that  is 
not  worth  keeping,  but  is  too  good  to  be  thrown 
away.    Don't  forget  to  bring  your  husbands." 

I  ^1 

I  Sisters  of  Service,  I 

I  2  Wellesley  Place,  I 

j  Toronto,  Ont.  | 

I         I  see  by  the  papers  that  you  are  in  need  | 

of  vocations.    I  would  like  to  give  my  life 

I    to  the  service  of  the  Church  on  the  mis-  | 

I    sions.    Would  you  send  me  information  on  i 

I    what  I  should  do.  | 

I         Name    j 

I        Address    i 


I  

(Fill  out  and  send) 


PAYMENT  IN  LOVE. 

"When  we  behave  like  the  Pharisee,"  "and 
are  inclined  to  count  up  the  good  works  we  have 
done  for  God  we  might  remember  the  story  of  the 
little  boy  who  tried  to  'raise  the  wind'  by  sending 
in  this  bill  to  his  Mother : 

' '  Account  presented  from  Johnny  to  Mother : 


1  pint  of  shrimps  collected    3d. 

1  errand  run    2d. 

1  garden   dugged    2d. 

1  falling-over  in  i-unning  errand   Id. 

TOTAL   8d. 


Note.— An  early  settlement  will  oblige. 

Note.— Payment  may  be  made  in  cash  or  silver." 

The  mother  said  nothing.  Next  day  she  placed 
8d.  on  Johnny's  plate;  and  with  it  a  little  bill  of 
her  own : 

"Account  rendered  from  Mother  to  Johnny: 

1  Bringing  up    Nothing 

60  (about)  pairs  of  Trousers  and 

Jerseys    Nothing 

1  First  Class  Education    Nothing 

3,650  dinners,  suppers  and  break- 

fa.sts    Nothing 

1  Doctor's  bill    Nothing 

6  nights'  sitting-up  nursing  through 

scarlet  fever    Nothing 

1  Pain  in  the  Heart   1  million  pounds 

TOTAL   1  million  pounds 

Note.— An  early  settlement  will  oblige. 
Note. — Paj-ment  may  be  made  only  in  love." 

[It  was  made  at  once,  in  tears;  and  the  mother 
never  had  to  add  to  her  list:  "To  one  Broken 
Heart,  ."] 


THANKS. 

We  have  been  asked  by  the  Superior  of  our 
Edson  Hospital  to  acknowledge  receipt  of  a 
splendid  assortment  of  hospital  supplies  from  the 
Catholic  Women's  League  of  Waterloo.  Ontario. 
In  making  the  selection  for  this  contribution,  spe- 
cial consideration  was  given  to  the  babies,  al- 
though many  other  useful  articles  were  included. 

Our  hospitals  have  on  several  occasions  bene- 
fitted by  the  generosity  of  the  Waterloo  Sub- 
division of  the  Catholic  Women's  League,  and  we 
take  this  opportunity  of  extending  our  heart- 
felt thanks  to  all  those  who  made  possible  such 
a  useful  contribution. 


Grocer  (making  up  the  wholesale  order  for 
the  week) — "George,  do  we  want  any  new-laid 

eggs?" 

Assistant — "No,  sir,  we  have  enough  in  the 
store  for  another  six  weeks." 
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OUR  LETTER  FROM  FARGO 


Dear  Sister, 

YOll  want  news  from  Parjjo  .'  Well,  if  tlie  every- 
day happeiiin<rs  on  our  mission  will  prove 
intei'esting  to  your  readers,  we  are  at  your 
service.  You  see,  we  are  "old  timers"  in  Fargo 
now.  The  thrilKs  and  first  e.xperiences  of  a  new 
mission  are  but  a  memory  and  we  are  plodding^ 
along  trying  to  accomplish  our  little  bit  in  the 
great  field  of  work  that  lies  before  us. 

Correspondence  Course  a  Consolation. 

Since  we  last  wrote  you  the  number  of  our 
Correspondence  pupils  has  increased  to  461.  This 
keeps  us  busy  enough  since  practically  all  of  the 
children  average  a  lesson  a  week.  The  children  en- 
joy the  lessons  immensely  and  give  evidence  of  it 
in  their  work.  They  are  conscientious  in  following 
directions  and  keeping  records  and  although  there 
are  occasionally  a  fcAv  of  what  one  might  call 
"howlers,"  such  as  "God  wants  us  to  pray  like 
Republicans,"  their  Avork  is  well  done.  Letters 
from  pa.stors  and  parents  telling  of  the  great  con- 
solation that  the  Correspondence  Coiirse  is  to  them, 
make  us  feel  that  our  efforts  are  not  in  vain.  To 
supplement  the  religious  instruction  and  to  keep 
up  the  interest  of  the  children,  we  have  a  little 
Book  Shop,  through  which  they  may  buy  Catholic 
literature  at  a  price  within  the  reach  of  all.  In  this 
way  we  distribute  the  Paulist  Pamphlets,  Manna, 
a  monthly  magazine  for  children,  published  by  the 
Salvatorian  Fathers,  and  the  new  Timeless  Topir. 
This  is  a  monthly  paper  published  by  the  Cathe- 
chetieal  Guild.  This  is  a  challenge  to  the  present 
day  comic  books,  telling  stories  of  heroic  Christian 
men  and  Avomen  in  vivid  and  dramatic  pictures. 

Honour  Roll  Erected. 

Work  at  the  Catholic  Mission  Centre  goes  on 
as  usual  and  we  are  happy  to  be  able  to  say  that 
Avith  only  one  exception  all  of  the  'should-be'  Ca- 
tholic children  of  that  district  are  noAv  attending 
either  one  of  the  parochial  schools.  This  year  Ave 
have  not  been  able  to  have  the  Saturday  morning 
Mass  but  at  10.30  a.m.  the  children  gather  for 
religious  instruction.  Every  Wednesday  evening 
instructions  are  given  for  adults  and  children.  One 
of  the  Fathers  from  the  Cathedral  conducts  the 
services.  On  February  24,  a  very  impressive  cere- 
mony took  place  there,  when  an  Honour  Roll  on 
Avhich  is  inscribed  the  names  of  the  boys  serving 
in  the  armed  forces  was  blessed  and  erected.  In 
addition  to  the  usual  services  Ave  had  the  privilege 
of  having  for  the  first  time,  Benediction  of  the 
Most  Blessed  Sacrament.  There  were  55  present 
that  evening,  besides  members  of  the  Legion  of 


Mary,  and  although  many  of  them  had  never  been 
present  at  a  Benediction  service,  the  attention  ajul 
reverence  displayed  Avere  most  inspiring.  After  the 
blessing  and  erection  of  the  Honour  Roll,  Father 
explained  to  the  congregation  Avhat  Avas 
about  to  take  place.  He  told  them  that  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  Avas  to  be  brought  to 
the  hall  from  the  Sisters'  chapel  and  that 
Avhen  they  heard  the  tinkling  of  the  little  bell 
they  AA^ould  knoAV  that  the  priest  was  approaching 
Avith  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  Scarcely  had  the  first 
sound  of  that  bell  reached  their  ears  Avhen  the 
Avhole  group  Avere  on  their  knees  in  profound 
silence.  The  Sacred  Host  Avas  transferred  from 
the  pyx  to  the  monstrance  and  then  the  room  re- 
sounded Avith  song  as  the  members  of  the  Legion 
burst  forth  into  the  strains  of  "0  Salutaris. " 
Benediction  is  ahvays  impressive  and  aAvesonie,  but 
to  feel  the  Presence  of  Our  Lord  in  that  loAvly, 
]i<  or.  and  even  dingy,  basement  meeting  hall  seem- 
ed to  fill  eA'eryone  Avith  something  more  than  aAve. 
Tt  Avas  reminiscent  of  Bethlehem,  and  Christmas, 
and  Christ's  love  for  His  poor. 

We  had  only  one  soldier  present  for  the  cere-' 
mony  but  he  Avill  carry  back  to  his  camp  the  memo- 
ry of  that  evening.  He  Avill  knoAV  that  each  Wed- 
nesday his  friends  Avill  gather  round  that 
Honour  Roll  to  pray  for  him  and  for  his  comrades. 

Marian  Club  Still  Active. 

Although  defense  Avork  has  attracted  to  the 
larger  cit'es  a  number  of  our  Marian  Club  mem- 
bers, the  group  meets  every  Thursday  evening  as 
usual.  Several  non-Catholics  have  joined  and  take 
an  active  part  during  religious  discussion  periods. 
After  the  Aveekly  discussion  the  girls  enter- 
tain themselves  playing  games,  singing  and  danc- 
ing. Lunch  is  served  at  the  close  of  the  evening. 

Where  Jesus  DAvells. 

We  are  sure  you  will  be  interested  to  knoAv 
that  our  chapel  is  just  about  completely  furnished. 
AVhen  Ave  moved  in,  the  chapel  was  but  an  empty 
room,  but  gradually  everything  seemed  to  slip  into 
place  without  much  effort  on  our  part.  The  altar 
table,  tabernacle,  baldachino  and  pedestals  Avere 
made  by  a  local  carpenter  and  are  light  oak  in 
color.  The  Avine  colored  drapes  are  of  pan  velvet 
and  make  a  beautiful  backgi-ound  for  our  lovely 
crucifix,  the  Corpus  of  Avhich  is  carved  from  lin- 
den wood  and  the  cross  from  oak.  The  tAvelve  inch 
candlesticks  are  of  myrtleAvood.  All  these  furnish- 
ings have  been  donated  by  members  of  the  clergy 
Avho  are  not  forgotten  Avhen  Ave  kneel  before  the 
Master  in  our  beautiful  little  chapel.  ' 
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Catholic  Native  Youths  Living  Among  Pagans 


IN  America,  wliere  the  Catholics  constitute  one- 
.sixth  of  the  population,  it  may  be  difficult  to 
understand  the  difliciilties  -which  confront 
Catholic  native  youths  living  among  pagans.  Yet 
their  pi-oblems  are  tremendous  and  ever  present, 
and  it  is  to  obtain  for  them  courage  and  persever- 
ance that  the  Holy  See  requests  the  prayers  of  the 
faithful  during  the  month  of  March. 

Let  us  I'eview  briefly  some  of  the  difficulties 
which  be.set  the  Catholic  youth  in  mission  lands. 
For  some  there  is  the  problem  of  practicing  a  re- 
ligion which  is  the  dii'cct  antithesis  of  everything 
believed  by  their  family  and  friends,  among  whom 
they  live  and  for  Avhom  they  hold  a  deep  and  sin- 
cere affection.  They  must  face  scorn,  ridicule  aiul 
in  many  cases  loss  of  affection  by  those  they  hold 
nearest  and  dearest.  Tliey  must  abstain  from  the 
practices  which  they  and  their  forebears  revered 
for  centuries.  All  this  for  the  sake  of  a  Redeemer, 
Who  loved  them  unto  death,  but  for  whom  their 
pagan  families  or  friends  have  no  desire  for  knowl- 
edge or  understanding. 

In  view  of  these  facts  one  marvels  at  the  cour- 
age and  tenacity  of  our  Catholic  native  youths 
living  among  pagans  in  mission  lands.  TTnder  simi- 
lai'  circuuLstances  one  wonders  how  many  of  our 
Catholic  young  people  would  remain  as  steadfast 
as  the}',  since  numerous  Americans  adopt  an  apolo- 
getic attitude  toward  their  religion  when  merely 
questioned  by  Protestant  neighbors  and  friends. 

Laudable  Faith. 

The  files  of  The  Society  for  the  Propagation 
of  the  Faith  are  filled  with  comnninications  de- 
scribing the  trials  of  our  Catholic  luitive  youth  in 
mi.ssion  lands.   Let  us  consider  the  difficulties  of 


the  Indian  youth.  The  caste  laws  binding  his  rela- 
tives and  friends  have  created  almost  insurmount- 
;ible  barriers  between  him  and  others;  for  example 
the  mere  touch  of  an  "untouchables"  lips  would 
pollute  for  them  the  spring  from  which  water  is 
obtained.  By  contrast  the  Catholic  Indian  youth, 
thiough  his  adoption  of  the  teaching  of  Christ's 
charity,  realizes  that  these  outcasts  have  an  equal 
right  to  salvation  and  that  there  is  no  need  for  a 
series  of  reincarnations  for  them  to  reach,  not  Nir- 
vana, but  true  heavenly  bliss. 

Among  most  pagans  there  exists  belief  in  ances- 
tor wor.ship,  in  the  patriarchal  or  matriarchal  svs- 
tem  and  a  positive  reverence  for  the  pronounce- 
ments of  tribal  heads  and  the  oracular  decisions  of 
the  witch  doctors.  Among  Catholic  youth  in  mi.s- 
sion lands  the  reverence  accorded  parent.s  and 
rulers  must  be  retained  without  according  them 
divinity.  On  the  other  hand  they  must  exercise 
the  balance  of  wisdom  which  accords  respect  and 
filial  devotion  but  discards  idolatry  and  supersti- 
tion. Through  their  Christian  training  they  recog- 
nize that  the  Sacrifice  offered  daily  on  the  altars 
of  the  mi.ssion  chapel  has  the  quality  of  divinity 
which  differentiates  It  from  the  sacrificial  cere- 
monials of  their  chiefs  and  witch  doctors. 

These  very  facts  make  clear  the  need  for 
prayerful  intercession  "for  Catholic  native  youths 
living  among  pagans".  The  Society  for  the  Prop- 
agation of  the  Faith  therefore  begs  the  faithful  of 
the  United  States  to  make  this  one  of  their  daily 
intentions. 

Right  Rev.  Msgr.  Thos.  J.  McDonnell, 

National  Director.  The  Society  for  the  Propaga- 
tion of  the  Faith. 
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A  LAST  APPEAL! 

THE  ]\Iarcli  6th  etlition  of  "America''  brought 
to  the  readers  of  that  ("atholie  Review  the 
announcement  of  the  sudden  death  of  Rev. 
Paul  Blakely,  S.J.  The  last  words  of  a  dying  per- 
son have  a  special  .si<;nificance,  and  this  is  par- 
ticularly true  of  a  writer  who  for  nearly  thirty 
years  was  in  weekly  contact,  throu<rh  the  medium 
of  his  pen,  with  the  vast  number  of  "America's" 
subscribers  and  readers.  In  the  same  issue  that 
reported  hi.s  death,  a  few  paragraphs  from  the 
pen  of  the  gifted  Father  Blakely,  under  the  cap- 
tion of  "A  Sense  of  Abandon"  arrested  our  at- 
tention. We  take  the  liberty  of  quoting  in  full 
this  brief  appeal  for  the  continuance  of  the  "Re-, 
ligious  Vacation  Schools"  by  this  great-hearted 
priest  of  God  and  worthy  Son  of  St.  Ignatius— 
a  priest  who  spent  himself  to  obtain  or  safeguard 
the  liberties  of  the  Children  of  God. 

A  Sense  of  Abandon 

For  a  number  of  years,  the  summer  catechetical 
schools  have  increased  in  usefulness  .  Although  these 
schools  are  intended  primarily  for  Catholic  children, 
with  particular  care  for  those  who  do  not  attend 
Catholic  schools,  their  beneficent  influence  has  been 
felt  also  by  non-Catholics,  adults  as  well  as  children. 
Their  purpose,  of  course,  is  simply  to  make  real,  to  all 
whom  they  can  reach,  the  Gospel  of  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ.  Hence,  their  appeal  is  universal. 

This  is  a  troubled  year,  and  we  are  obliged  to 
make  many  sacrifices.  But  it  is  to  be  hoped  that,  in 
spite  of  these  difficulties,  no  retrenchment  in  these 
schools  will  be  considered. 

We  cannot  afford  to  leave  anything  undone  to 
prepare  children  for  the  difficulties  which  they  must 
face  within  the  next  few  years.  It  is  with  grave 
concern,  even  with  alarm,  that  we  read  the  figures 
on  juvenile  delinquency  recently  released  by  the  head 
of  the  F.B.I.,  Mr.  J.  Edgar  Hoover.  The  increase  of 
delinquency  in  1942,  especially  among  minor  girls, 
is  much  larger  than  that  showh  by  any  previous 
report.  There  exists  among  these  young  people  to- 
day, writes  Mr.  Hoover,  "a  sense  of  war-time  aban- 
don." 

From  these  evil  influences,  our  own  children  aie 
not  exempt.  But  the  practice  of  their  religion  will 
save  them,  and  one  of  the  best  aids  they  can  have, 
especially  in  those  districts  in  which  Catholic  schools 
are  few,  is  the  catechetical  summer  school. 

May  this  la.st  appeal  from  the  prolific  pen  of 
Father  Blakely— an  appeal  made  for  little  chil- 
dren whose  priceless  heritage  of  Catholic  Faith 
is  in  jeopardy— find  a  hearty  response  in  all  whose 
privilege  it  is  to  sponsor  or  aid  in  the  organizing 
and  conducting  of  Vacatioii  Schools. 

It  was  in  July  of  1924  that  the  Sister.s  of  Ser- 
vice first  undertook  this  important  work.  That 
year  two  Sisters  spent  the  summer  teaching  re- 
ligion in  the  rural  districts  of  Saskatchewan  to 
children  who  were  living  far  from  the  Catholic 
Church.  Every  summer  since  then  the  Sisters  have 
gone  out  to  isolated  areas  to  teach  these  little  ones 
of  the  Fold,  who  eagerly  await  their  coming.  In 
1942  the  Sisters  of  Service  taught  vacation  schools 


in  the  Provinces  of  British  Columbia,  Alberta, 
Saskatchewan,  Manitoba,  Ontario  and  Nova 
Scotia  ;  also  in  North  Dakota,  U.S.A. 


BE  A  MISSIONARY  BY  MAIL. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  who  conduct  Correspond- 
ence Courses  in  religion  by  mail  at  our  catechetical 
centre  at  Edmonton,  have  evolved  a  "Remailers' 
Plan"  by  means  of  which  zealous  Catholics  may 
assi.st  in  the  spreading  and  preserving  of  the  Faith 
among  isolated  Catholic  families  in  the  West.  This 
is  the  ])lan.  When  readers  have  finished  with  their 
Catholic  magazines  and  newspapers  they  send 
Ihem  to  families  in  outlying  districts  who  are  not 
suhscribers  to  a  Catholic  periodical.  News- 
papers that  are  more  than  a  month  old  are  of  little 
value,  but  magazines  containing  good  Catholic 
stories  and  articles  on  points  of  doctrine  or  devo- 
tion are  always  acceptable.  If  you  would  like  to 
take  part  in  missionary  work  of  this  sort,  send  a 
post-card  enquiry  to  the  Sisters  of  Service,  11837- 
8.")th  Street,  Edmonton,  Alberta,  and  you  will  re- 
ceive the  name  and  address  of  some  deserving  fam- 
ily. This  act  of  charity,  which  entails  little  labour 
and  negligible  expense,  can  be  of  inestimable  value 
in  disseminating  and  keeping  alive  the  Spirit  of 
Christ  in  far-flung  districts.  Will  you  be  an 
Apostle  of  the  Catholic  Press  by  remailing  your 
Catholic  magazines  and  newspai)er,s  to  some  fam- 
ily who  would  greatly  appreciate  the  opportunity 
of  reading  good  Catholic  literature? 


POISON. 

Laziness  has  been  called  death  in  small  doses. 
It  eats  away  at  the  foundations  of  body  and  mind 
until  one  is  dead  so  far  as  the  ability  to  perform 
any  useful  physical  or  mental  work  is  concerned. 
One's  body  and  mind  need  exercise  and  care  just 
as  machinery  does  or,  like  neglected  machinery, 
they  Avill  become  rusty  and  useless.  What  a  piti- 
ful sight  it  is  to  see  boys,  or  girls,  wasting  in 
idleness  the  marvelous  powei's  and  gifts  with 
which  God  endowed  them  at  their  birth. 


TERMINAL  FACILITY. 

Dean  Swift  was  once  asked  to  i)reacli  a  char- 
ity sermon.  A  hint  was  given  that  a  brief  appeal 
would  be  preferred.  "I  shall  be  short,"  pro- 
mised the  Dean. 

Entering  the  pulpit,  he  said:  "My  text  is: 
'He  that  giveth  to  the  poor  lendeth  to  the  Lord.' 
Brethren,  you  have  heard  the  terms  of  the  loan. 
If  you  ai"e  satisfied  with  the  security,  put  down 
the  cash." 

That  was  all.  The  collection  was  a  record 
one. 
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Thorns  Into  Roses 

CARES  .  .  .  RICHES  .  .  .  PLEASURES— 
such  is  the  inseparable  trilogy  of  life  so 
graphically  described  by  the  Divine 
Saviour.  "And  that  which  fell  among  'thorns' 
are  they  who  have  heard  and  going  their  Avay 
are  choked  with  the  cares  and  the  riches  and 
the  pleasures  of  this  life  and  yield  no  fruit". 
(Luke  VIII-14). 

These  "thorns"  among  which  human  life,  in 
search  of  roses  gets  so  often  entangled  and  torn 
to  shreds,  are  interwoven  with  one  another. 
"Riches"  hold  the  centre.  "Cares"  accompany 
the  acquisition  and  accumulation  of  wealth. 
"Pleasure"  is  its  enjoyment. 

Who  has  not  seen  and  understood  the  "tear- 
ing power"  of  riches.  Like  a  clump  of  thorns 
they  scratch  the  hand  that  reaches  out  to  gather 
their  foliage  and  flower.  What  danger  for  the 
soul  when  money  begins  to  exert  its  power.  The 
body  itself  is  often  a  victim  of  the  luxuries  it 
confers.  How  many  families  have  seen  their  ties 
torn  asunder  by  disputes  over  money,  or  over 
the  dispositions  of  a  will?  There  are  more  bleed- 
ing hearts  among  the  ricb  than  among  the  poor. 
History  and  everyday  experience  tell  us  that 
when  graft-money  reaches  into  the  high  places 
of  society  the  honour  and  the  very  existence  of 
a  nation  is  in  jeopardy.  Even  in  the  Church  of 
God  accumulated  wealth  has  played  havoc  with 
her  institutions.  Carl  Adams  wrote  that  "the 
pride  of  possession"  undermined  the  monasteries 
of  old  and  finished  by  destroying  them. 

No  wonder  then  that  Our  Lord  has  stigmatized 
riches  as  the  "Mammon  of  Iniquity."  His  teach- 
ing on  this  matter  is  most  explicit.  His  divine 
words  are  truth  itself.  "And  I  say  to  you:  Make 
unto  you  friends  of  the  mammon  of  iniquity ; 
that  when  you  shall  fail,  they  may  receive  you 
into  everlasting  dwellings.  He  that  is  faithful 
in  that  which  is  least  is  faithful  also  in  that 
which  is  greater;  and  he  that  is  unjust  in  that 
which  is  little,  is  unjust  also  in  that  whicli  is 
greater.  If  then  you  have  not  been  faithful  in 
the  unjust  mammon ;  who  will  trust  yoxi  with 
that  which  is  the  true?  And  if  you  have  not 
been  faithful  in  that  which  is  another's;  who 
will  give  you  that  which  is  your  own?  No  servant 
can  serve  two  masters :  for  either  he  will  hate 
the  one,  and  love  the  other;  or  he  will  hold  to 
the  one,  and  despise  the  other.  You  cannot  serve 
God  and  mammon."  (Luke  XVI,  9-13). 

To  the  man  who  "keeps"  his  money  solely 
for  his  own  pleasure  and  convenience  it  becomes 
his  worst  "enemy".  He  is  fostering  in  the  very 
depths  of  his  soul  a  source  of  iniquity.  If  he 
wants  it  to  become  a  "friend",  a  decided  help 
to  his  spiritual  welfare  he  must  "give  it  away" 
to  works  of  mercy.    "My  Son,  if  thou  have  any 


thing,  do  good  to  thyself,  and  oifer  to  God  worthy 
offerings.  Remember  that  death  is  not  slow  .  .  ." 
(Eccli  XIV  -11). 

We  conclude.  If  you  wish  your  money  to 
shed  its  "thorns"  and  lose  its  "tearing  powers" 
convert  it  into  the  "roses  of  charity",  the  perfume 
of  which  will  last  beyond  the  reach  of  time  and 
the  corruption  of  the  grave. 


RESPONSIBILITY  FOR  THE  USE  OF  TIME. 

Time  too  is  a  gift  of  God!  For  the  use  we 
make  of  this  gift  we  will  be  held  responsible. 
All  too  few  ever  think  about  wasted  time — the 
minutes,  the  hours  we  let  go  by  in  idleness. 
Marcus  Aurelius  long  ago  said  wisely:  "Do  not 
act  as  if  you  had  a  thousand  years  to  live." 
The  majority  of  us  have  no  idea  of  the  shiftless 
way  in  which  Ave  dispose  of  time,  especially  lei- 
sure time — and  this  does  not  mean  hours  or 
minutes  of  needed  recreation. 

Let's  think  back  for  even  a  Aveek,  and  see 
how  Ave  have  procrastinated.  Hoav  we  put  off 
some  duty  that  Avould  have  taken  but  a  feAv 
minutes  to  do,  and  those  other  things  we  should 
have  done  but  didn't;  of  the  good  intentions  Ave 
had,  hnt  that  never  got  farther  than  intentions 
— all  because  Ave  didn't  have  time.  In  reality, 
if  Ave  had  not  Avasted  it.  Ave  should  have  had 
plenty  of  time  for  everything. 

FcAv  people  consider  a  time  budget  import- 
ant. So  Ave  misuse  and  Avaste  time,  although 
everything  in  life  depends  upon  time.  Everyone 
of  us  knoAvs  people  Avho  deliberately  "kill"  time 
— something  so  precious  money  cannot  buy  it, 
nor  any  year  give  it  back  again.  Old  and  yoving 
alike  are  guilty. 

Of  course  none  of  us  can  carry  out  to  the 
letter  a  day  as  planned.  But  Ave  can  keep  pretty 
close  to  a  schedule,  and  it  is  possible  for  us  to 
learn  that  rational  budgeting  of  time  usually 
results  in  efficient  accomplishment  and  dispatch. 
Our  schoolrooms  are  practical  and  familiar  ex- 
amples of  this,  for  it  is  classes  on  schedule  time 
that  make  possible  the  success  of  the  year.  An 
upset  day  in  the  schoolroom,  like  upset  days  in 
life  itself,  insures  trouble. 

Let's  learn  not  to  Avaste  the  minutes,  for 
when  they  are  gone  they  haAe  gone  forever,  and 
yet  some  day  Ave'll  have  to  give  an  accounting 
of  them — those  minutes  Ave  noAv  so  carelessly 
Avaste.  It  really  is  something  to  think  about — 
and  to  pray  about  as  Avell. — Bulletin  of  N.C.W.V 


WHAT  IS  IT? 

Eight  arms,  but  no  hand;  a  Avooden  leg.  but 
cannot  stand ;  is  often  wet,  but  cannot  feel ;  has 
no  boots,  but  is  shod  Avith  steel ;  a  dress  of  silk. 
Avith  a  belt  around  the  middle — noAv  can  you 
guess  this  silly  riddle  .' — ^An  umbrella. 
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Archbishop  McGuigan  Celebrates  Silver  Jubilee 

May  1918  — May  1943 


IN  the  month  of  May  our  beloved  Archbishop 
celebrated  the  Silver  Jubilee  of  his  ordination 
to   the  priesthood — on  IMay   26th — and  the 
thirteenth  anniversary 
of  his  episcopal  conse- 
cration— on  Ma}'  13th. 

The  first  of  the 
public  celebrations 
in  connection  with 
this  joyous  ocea- 
s  i  0  n  was  held  in 
St.  Michael's  Cathe- 
dral on  Saturday, 
May  15th.  On  that 
day  the  Archbishop 
sang  Pontifical  High 
Mass  for  the  inten- 
tions of  the  religious 
communities  of  men 
and  women  in  the 
Archdiocese. 

After  the  :M  a  s  s 
Monsignor  Brennan, 
V.G.,  addressed  His 
Grace  on  behalf  of 
the  religious  communi- 
ties present,  saying 
that  they  saw  in  him 
their  father  in  God 
and  that  they  were 
grateful  to  him  for 
his  gi;idance  and  sup- 
port, that  they  re- 
joiced at  the  great 
good  which  has  result- 
ed with  the  blessing 
of  God  from  the  exer- 
cise of  his  abilities  and 
zeal,  and  from  their 

hearts  the}^  joined  in  wishing  him  many  happy 
A'ears  to  continue  his  apostolic  work  for  the  glorA' 
of  God. 

In  replying  to  Monsignor  Brennan  the  Arch- 
bishop said  that  in  every  place  in  which  he  had 
l<iboured  as  priest  and  archbishop  he  had 
seen  the  self-sacvificing  Avork  of  religious  com- 
munities. Th-ej^  had  different  histories,  different 
rules,  different  special  works,  but  they  were  fun- 
damentally the  same  in  that  they  worked  for 
the  propagation  of  the  Faith  and  the  exercise 
of  the  ::charity  of  Christ.  His  Grace  said  he  Avas 
personally  interested  in  every  community  and 
in  every  member  of  each  community  and  that 
he  wanted  to  help  every  one  in  any  Avay  that  he 

TO  BE  HUMBLE  TO  SUPERIORS  IS  DUTY,  TO 


could.  He  begged  those  who  had  a  self-sustain- 
ing work  to  undertake  other  works  for  which 
there  was  no  provision.    He  was  grateful  that 

they  were  all  under- 
taking this  extra  work 
and  he  thanked  them 
for  it,  especially  the 
work  for  the  poor  and 
distressed.  In  conclu- 
sion His  Grace  gave  all 
his  episcopal  blessing. 

While  joining  our 
congratulations  and 
good  wishes  to  the 
many  felicitations  re- 
ceived by  His  Grace 
on  the  occasion  of 
these  happy  anniver- 
saries, Ave  Avould  take 
the  opportunity  of  ex- 
pressing personal  gra- 
titude for  the  unfail- 
ing kindness  ahvays 
shoAvn  to  the  Sisters 
of  Service  by  our 
Arch  bishop.  As  a 
priest  in  the  diocese 
of  Edmonton  his  in- 
terest in  the  Corres- 
pondence Courses  in 
Religion  conducted  by 
our  Sisters  Avas  a  con- 
stant source  of  en- 
conragement.  Short- 
ly after  his  inaugura- 
tion as  Archbishop  of 
Regina  he  invited 
the  Sisters  of  Service 
•  to  open  a  house"  in 
that  city  from  Avhich  religious  instruction  by 
mail  might  be  imparted  to  the  children  in  out- 
lying districts  of  SaskatcheAvan.  Since  accept- 
ing the  heavy  responsibilities  of  the  Toronto 
Archbishopric,  His  Grace  has  continued  to  keep 
a  paternal  eye  on  the  AA-elfare  of  our  Community 
and  Ave  have  received  many  proofs  that  in  him 
Ave  have  a  devoted  Father,  a  Avise  Counsellor  and 
a  true  Shepherd.  Therefore,  it  is  Avith  grateful 
affection  that  Ave  add  our  voices  to  the  chorus 
of  congratulation  arising  from  the  hearts  of  so 
many  friends  and  Avell-Avishers,  saying  Avith  sin- 
cere devotion  to  our  revered  Archbishop. 

AD  MULTOS  ANNOS. 
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"LEAD  KINDLY  LIGHT" 


GOD,  in  His  loving  Providence,  has  marked 
out  for  every  soul  a  way  of  life.  This 
secret  path  is  destined  to  lead  her  back  to 
Him.  To  find  that  path  and  to  follow  it  faith- 
fully is  to  give  to  one's  life  its  full  meaning  and 
to  fulfill  its  sublime  purpose. 

"Lead,  Kindly  Light." 

To  all  earnest  and  prayerful  souls  light  from 
above  reveals  that  "way  of  life"  God  wishes  us 
to  follow.  To  some  this  light  is  like  the  'blinding 
flash  that  stunned  St.  Paul  on  the  road  to  Da- 
mascus. There  is  no  room  for  doubt.  "The 
street  called  Straight"  lies  open  before  them,  as 
it  was  for  the  great  Apostle.  A  sensitive  aware- 
ness of  their  vocation  leaves  no  room  for  hesi- 
tancy. 

To  others  this  light  from  on  high  steals  upon 
them  like  the  creeping  dawn.  Imperceptibly  the 
shadows  of  a  peaceful  night  give  place  to  broad 
daylight.  The  choice  between  God  and  oneself 
is  made.  Vocation  then  beeomes  a  luminous 
trail  that  gives  to  passing  years  security,  peace, 
and  tranqillity.  No  greater  comfort  can  come 
to  a  soul  than  the  assurance  of  being  where 
God  wants  her.  It  is  the  assurance  of  a  rightly 
charted  course,  a  foretaste  of  the  security  of 
port  itself  on  the  angry  sea  of  life. 

"Amid  the  Encircling  Gloom." 

Dusk  before  dawn  is  a  period  of  uncertainty. 
Though  shot  through  with  the  light  of  the  on- 
coming day  it  still  carries  within  its  folds  the 
shadows  of  the  night.  Reluctantly  one  gives 
away  to  the  other. 

The  teen-age  of  life  is  often  like  the  dusk 
before  dawn.  Frequently  it  is.  as  far  as  th^ 
future  is  concerned,  a  period  of  uncertainty, 
of  wavering  and  of  doubt.  Youth  then  Avalks 
amid  "encircling  gloom."  The  very  path  we 
©ne  day  saw  so  clear,  so  marked,  and  so  inviting 
seems  to  have  disappeared.  Worldly  pleasures, 
secular  interests,  like  a  ground  fog,  have  gradu- 
ally wiped  out  the  spiritual  landscape.  The 
distant  scene  of  a  relig'ous  vocation,  so  cherished, 
so  wished  for,  in  early  years  has  lost  its  charm. 
With  passing  years  the  gloom  has  thickened. 
Like  Dante  in  the  opening  verses  of  his  Divine 
Comedy,  Ave  may  then  well  say:  "Midway  the 
path  of  life  that  men  pursue  I  found  me  in  a 
darkling  wood  astray,  for  the  direct  way  had 
been  lost  to  view." 

"Lead  Thou  Me  On." 

When  the  gloomy  mists  of  doubt  and  uncer- 
tainty roll  over  a  youthful  soul  in  quest  of  her 


vocation  how  well  she  maj'  repeat  with  Cardinal 
Newman : 

Lead  kindly  Light,  amid  the  encircling  gloom.  .  . 

I  was  not  ever  thus,  nor  prayed  that  Thou 

Shouldst  lead  me  on. 
I  loved  to  choose  and  see  my  path;  but  now 

Lead  Thou  me  on! 
I  loved  the  garish  day,  and  spite  of  fears, 
Pride  ruled  my  will:  remember  not  past  years. 

So  long  Thy  power  hath  blest  me,  sure  it  still 

Will  lead  me  on 
O'er  moor  and   fen,  o'er  crag  and   torrent,  till 

The  night  is  gone; 
And  with  the  morn  those  angel  faces  smile 
Which  I  have  loved  long  since,  and  lost  awhile." 

This  "guiding  light"  that  shines  on  the  road 
of  life  comes  as  an  answer  to  prayer.  Prayer 
purifies  our  vision,  helps  it  to  read  the  spiritual 
horizons,  awakens  in  the  heart  those  generous 
impulses  which  translate  our  desires  into  action. 
To  the  soul  in  quest  of  vocation  prayer  will  ever 
be  the  great  pathfinder.  She  may  well  repeat 
with  childlike  confideni-e,  "Lead,  kindly  Light  .  . 
Lead  Thou  me  on." 

"The  Night  Is  Dark." 

Many  young  souls,  too  many  indeed,  in  this 
rapidly  changing  Avorld.  have  lost  their  way. 
In  their  lifebook  a  sad  chapter  is  being  written 
under  the  caption  "What  .'should  have  been!"  The 
loss  of  a  religious  vocation  is  a  tragedy.  That 
there  are  to-day  many  vocations  lost  is  evidenced 
everywhere  by  the  decline  in  their  numbers. 

May  the  "Kindly  Light"  of  God's  grace  dissi- 
pate the  gloom  that  encircles  the  Catholic  youfh 
of  to-day  and  lead  it  "o'er  moor  and  fen.  o'er 
crag  and  torrent,  till  tlie  night  is  gone," 

The  wide  and  open  spaces  of  the  Home-Mis- 
sion Field  is  now  calling  for  missionaries.  Will 
the  call  be  heard?  This  is  the  agonizing  problem 
of  the  hour. 

G.  DALY,  C.Ss.R. 


FRIENDSHIP. 

"She  makes  friends  instantly."  said  Marion, 
admiringly  and  a  trifle  enviously,  indicating  a 
girl  who  had  just  waved  to  the  group  on  the 
porch  as  she  drove  past.  "Does  she  keep  them?" 
asked  Cousin  Margaret,  who  often  put  questions 
that  were  hard  to  answer.  "Not  very  long," 
confessed  ]\Iarion,  "but  then,  she  always  has  new 
ones  so  it  doesn't  matter."  "It  matters  a  great 
deal,"  said  ^Marion's  father,  looking  up  from  his 
newspaper.  "Friendship  that  is  not  lasting  is 
not  friendship  at  all." 


AVOULD  YOU  LIVE  WITH  EASE?    DO  WHAT  YOU  OUGHT  AND  NOT  WHAT  YOU  PLE-^SE. 
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3n  itlemoriam 


THE  Very  Reverend  Father  Arthur  Cough- 
Ian,  C.Ss.R.,  died  in  New  York  on  May  27th. 
Death  came  suddenly  while  he  was  pray- 
ing in  the  Oratory  before  the  Blessed  Sacrament. 
He  who  had  loved  his  Divine  blaster  so  sincerely 
and  had  served  Him  so  faithfully  was  called  to 
his  reAvard  while  kneeling  in 
His  Sacramental  P  r  e  s  ence. 
There  his  judgment  was  held. 
How  merciful  and  kind  his 
Eucharistic  Judge  must  have 
been  to  him !  F'rom  His  invis- 
ible presence  on  the  altar, 
Father  Coughlan  passed  into 
the  court  of  "the  great  white 
throne"  to  meet  His  Redeemer 
who  had  then  become  his  mer- 
ciful Judge. 

The  life  of  this  son  of  St. 
Alphonsus  was  one  of  loving 
and  faithful  service.  As  profes- 
sor, missionary,  parish  priest. 
Provincial,  he  spent  himself 
for  his  Master.  Kindness  and 
humility  wefe  the  dominant 
notes  of  his  religious  life.  To 
help  the  poor  and  the  most 
abandoned  souls  was  ever  the 
sole  ambition  of  his  apostolic 
life. 

As  Confessor,  he  had  an  un- 
destanding  heart.  No  wonder 
that  from  far  and  near  people, 
particular^  priests  and  reli- 
gious, flocked  to  his  confes- 
sional for  direction  in  doubt 
and  guidance  in  spiritual  life.  His  assidiiity  to 
the  confessional,  even  in  his  decliiiing  years,  was 
an  outstanding  feature  of  his  priestly  life. 

As  Superior,  judgment  and  kindness  marked 
his  administration.  Authority  rested  lightly  on 
his  shoulders.  Its  use  was  always  guided  and 
accompanied  by  meekness  and  humility.  Like 
His  Master,  "the  bruised  reed  he  did  not  break 
and  the  smoking  wick  he  did  not  quench." 

What  has  endeared  Father  A.  Coughlan  to  the 
Sistei's  of  Service  was  the  part  he  played  in  the 
foundation  of  their  Institute.  He  lived  in  Can- 
ada when  the  tide  of  immigration  was  at  its 
height.  To  meet  the  flow  of  new  settlers  and  to 
follow  them  into  the  land  of  their  adoption  an 
organization  such  as  the  Sisters  of  Service  was 
most  timely.  One  thing  is  certain — that  their 
Institute  .would  never  have  been  founded  and 
have  prospered  were  it  not  for  the  venerable 
Archbishop  McNeil  and  Father   A.  Coughlan. 


Rev.  Arthur  Coughlan,  (\.Ss.R 


The  same  flaming  zeal  for  the  preservation  of 
the  Faith  among  our  Catholic  immigrants  was 
burning  in  those  two  valiant  souls.  AVithout 
their  influence  and  co-operation  the  Institute  of 
•  the  Sisters  of  Service,  Avhich  was  somewhat  of  a 
bold  departure  from  the  conventional  type  of 
religious  life,  would  have  hard- 
ly survived.  The  Church  in 
Canada  owes  them  a  great  debt 
of  gratitude.  The  Sisters  may 
well  look  up  to  them  as  their 
fathers  in  the  apostolate  of 
"The  Field  at  Home." 

During  the  first  years  of  the 
Institute  Father  A.  Coughlan 
I'cmained  tiie  spiritual  Director 
of  the  Sisters.  How  well  they 
all  remember  his  patience  and 
kindness.  For  many  he  opened 
up  the  wider  vistas  of  the  spir- 
itual life,  smoothed  the  rough- 
ness of  the  way,  relit  in  their 
souls  the  fires  of  a  faltering 
courage.  To  all  he  was  the 
"kindly  light"  that  gently  led 
them  on. 

Father's  busy  life  is  now 
over.  God  in  His  infinite  mercy 
has,  we  are  confident,  already 
given  to  his  faithful  servant 
"a  safe  lodging  and  a  holy 
rest."  His  remains  now  lie  in 
the  Redemptorist  cemetery  of 
Esopus,  N.Y.  There  he  sleeps 
in  peace  under  the  silent  sha- 
dows of  a  beautiful  wooded 
lawn.  Day  by  day  the  prayers  of  the  Seminarians 
will  pass  over  his  grave  like  a  gentle  breeze. 

His  memorj-  will  remain  blessed  among  us. 
Throughout  the  scattered  missions  of  the  Sisters 
of  Service  pra.yers  and  Masses  have  been  offered 
for  the  repose  of  his  gentle  soul.  From  heaven 
he  will  continue,  we  confidently  hope  and  pray, 
to  watch  over  his  little  flock,  that  it  may  con- 
tinue to  increase  and  remain  in  those  pastures 
where  he  led  it  while  with  us. 


BLAME-ALL  AND  PRAISE-ALL    ARE    TWO  BLOCKHEADS. 
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Biographical  Sketch 

(Taken  from  the  Canadian 

FATHER  COUGHLAN  was  born  in  New  York 
City  on  December  23,  1868,  the  son  of  Mary 
Roche  and  Arthur  Couofhlan.  His  father 
died  when  he  was  five  years  of  age,  leaving  the 
upbringing  of  five  children  to  their  mother.  To 
this  day,  the  venerable  priest  speaks  most  re- 
verently and  affectionately  of  his  good  mother, 
who  so  perfectly  cared  for  him  and  encouraged 
him  in  his  youthful  desire  to  become  a  priest.  In 
1880,  through  the  kindly  assistance  of  Rev.  Phil- 
lip Colonel,  CSs.R.,  the  young  aspirant,  thien 
eleven  years  of  age,  was  admitted  to  the  Re- 
demptorist  preparatory  college  of  St.  Clement 
at  Ilchester,  Maryland.  He  later  studied  at  St. 
Mary's  College  in  North  East,  Pa.,  and  the  Re- 
demptorist  novitiate  at  Annapolis,  ]\Id..  where, 
on  August  27,  1887.  he  pronounced  his  holy  voavs. 
He  was  ordained  to  the  priesthood  at  Ilchester. 
Md.,  on  December  7,  1892,  by  the  illustrious  Car- 
dinal Gibbons,  who  ordained  more  men  than  any 
other  American  bishop. 

Public  Career. 

During  his  early  public  career.  Father  Cough- 
Ian  was  professor  of  English  at  St.  IMary's  Col- 
lege, North  East,  Pa.,  was  attached  to  the  mission 
band  at  Saratoga,  N.Y..  and  the  parishes  of  Our 
Lady  of  Perpetual  Help  in  New  York  and  St. 
Alphonsus  in  Baltimore.  While  in  Baltimore,  he 
received,  in  March,  1913,  his  first  assignment  in 
Canada. 

A  request  had  arrived  from  the  Archbi.shop 
of  Toronto  for  the  Red^mptorists  to  devote  them- 
selves to  the  care  of  all  the  Italians  in  the  capital 
of  Ontario.  Father  Coughlan,  being  conversant 
with  the  Italian  tongue,  was  appointed  for  this 
work.  Here  he  labored  in  a  field  that  later  de- 
veloped into  three  parishes.  He  was  exceptional- 
ly loved  by  these  people.  In  1915  he  was  made 
rector  of  St.  Patrick's  Chiu'cili,  Toi'onto,  then  the 
center  of  a  flourishing  parish,  and  was  at  the 
same  time  elevated  to  the  office  of  secretary  eon- 
suitor  to  the  vice-provincial. 

In  1918  Canada  and  Newfoundland  were  erect- 
ed into  a  separate  English-speaking  province  of 
the  Redemptorists,  and  since  Father  INIulhall,  its 
first  pi'ovincial,  began  soon  after  to  fail  in  health. 
Father  Coughlan  had  to  do  most  of  the  admin- 
istrative work,  being  officially  appointed  pro- 
vincial in  1920.  Rathpr  than  heed  the  requests 
of  Archbishops  and  bishops  to  take  over  new 
foundations,  he  preferred  to  consolidate  with  his 

NO  MAN  WAS  E'ER  GIvORIOU 


of  Father  Coughlan 

Register,  December,  1942) 

limited  number  of  priests,  limiting  hemself  to  the 
acceptance  of  two  new  foundations,  one  at  Vic- 
toria, B.C.,  and  the  other  at  Edmonton,  Alberta. 
The  hierarchy  of  Caupda  held  him  in  great  es- 
teem, and  it  is  known  he  was  considered  more 
than  once  for  a  bishopric,  but  tactfully  shunned 
such  honor.  In  Toronto,  especially,  he  was  a 
most  welcome  guest  in  many  a  rectory,  and  was 
consulted  frequently  on  many  important  ques- 
tions. 

Canadian  High  Lights. 

Among  other  highlights  of  P"'ather  Coughlan's 
career  as  provincial  of  Canada  were  his  call  to 
Rome  for  the  general  chapter  of  1931 ;  his  estab- 
lishment of  a  temporary  seminary  for  Canadian 
Redemptorists  at  Montreal ;  and,  with  the  hearty 
approval  of  Archbishop  McNeii  of  Toronto,  his 
founding  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  to  care  for 
neglected  and  fallen  away  Catholics  in  the  great 
Canadian  AVest.  He  appointed  Father  George 
Daly.  C.Ss.R.,  to  devote  himself  especially  to 
this  sisterhood,  and  the  success  of  the  latter 
justly  earned  for  him  the  title  of  co-founder. 

In  1927  what  was  practically  three  terms  as 
provincial  were  ended,  and  Father  Coughlan  de- 
sired that  another  take  over  his  office,  which 
desire  was  respected  b.v  the  superior  general  in 
Rome.  He  was  then  appointed  rector  of  St. 
Patrick's  parish,  the  onl.v  English  speaking  parish 
in  Quebec  City.  Here  his  splendid  tolerance 
gained  him  universal  respect,  and  he  numbered 
among  his  friends  man.v  of  the  non-Catholic  peo- 
ple- 

It  was  not  long  after  this  that  the  Redemp- 
torists obtained  a  permanent  seminarv  at  "Wood^ 
stock,  Ontario,  taking  over  a  former  Baptist 
College,  and  in  1930  Father  Coughlan  was  apr 
pointed  the  first  rector  of  this  institute.  To  his 
duties  as  head  of  the  seminary  were  added  those 
of  professor  of  moral  and  pastoral  theology. 

Upon  the  completion  of  two  terms  of  office  at 
Woodstock  in  1935,  Father  Coughlan  received 
a  welcome  respite  from  his  labors,  and  was  trans- 
ferred by  the  superior  general  back  to  his  native 
American  province,  being  assigned  first  to  North 
East.  Pa.,  as  spiritual  director  of  a  number  of 
sisterhoods.  Finally  he  was  transferred  to  his 
native  New  York,  first  to  St.  Cecilia's,  and  then 
to  what  he  calls  "dear  old  St.  Alphonsus  parish." 

)  WHO  WAS  NOT  LABORIOUS. 
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OUR  FARGO  LETTER 


RED  RIVER  FLOOD. 

BEFORE  departing  into  the  highways  and 
by-ways  on  our  summer  work,  we  are  pleas- 
ed to  have  this  opportunity  of  informing 
our  readers  that  Fargo  is  still  on  the  map.  And 
that  means  something,  when  we  recall  how  the 
flood  water.s  of  the  dear  old  Red  River  very  nearly 
carried  us  all  into  Lake  Winnipeg.  That  was 
one  occasion  when  the  anticipation  of  a  trip 
north  into  familiar  surroundings  failed  to  arouse 
our  enthusiasm.  The  picture  below  shows  our 
street-corner — and  don't  imagine  the  water 
stopped  when  it  reached  that  level.  No !  It 
continued  to  rise  until  it  completely  covered  our 
hedge  which  stands  out  prominently  in  the  pic- 
ture. We  should  have  been  out  with  our  cameras 
when  the  water  was  at  its  height  but,  strange 
to  say,  at  that  time  we  were  intensely  interested 
in  other  things  besides  photography. 

But  now  the  flood  is  a  thing  of  the  past, 
and  despite  the  fact  that  it  seems  to  have  had  a 
great  deal  of  difficulty  in  making  up  its  mind, 
summer  has  really  decided  to  favor  us  with  it* 
presence.  We  are  busy  cutting  grass,  trimming 
hedges,  planting  seeds  and  trying  to  make  our 
beautiful  surroundings  a  little  more  beautiful. 
We  have  many  little  helpers  in  our  block  who, 
forgetting  their  own  lawns  and  flower  gardens, 
flock  over  to  our  property  to  uproot  dandelions 
and  plant  grass  seed  as  only  four  and  five  year 
olds  can. 

Correspondence  Course  Floiirishing. 

On  April  30th  our  Religious  Correspondence 
School  closed,  i.e.,  we  have  discontinued  sending 
out  new  lessons,  but  lessons  to  be  corrected  are 
still  arriving.  These  will  be  returned  to  the 
pupils  but  all  new  lessons  are  being  held  over 
till  Fall.   We  are  pleased  with  the  results  of  our 


The  Flood  a(  I'aigo. 


Correspondence  School  work  during  the  past 
year.  The  children  have  responded  well  and  their 
many  letters  of  appreciation  make  us  feel  that 
much  has  been  accomplished.  We  quote  from 
some  of  these  letters: 

I  am  so  sorry  this  is  our  last  lesson,  but  we  will 
hava  Sisters'  School,  I  think,  and  my  sister  will  make 
her  First  Communion.    We  will  pray  for  you. 

Enclosed  is  a  check,  of  which  15  cents  is  for 
Topix  and  the  rest  is  an  offering  to  you  for  your 
wonderful  work  for  our  children.  May  God  bless 
you  for  all  your  good  work. 

Thank  you  for  everything  you  have  done  for  us. 
Mother  and  Daddy  are  enclosing  two  dollars  and 
we  will  all  remember  you  in  our  prayers  for  the 
wonderful  work  you  are  doing  for  us. 

I'm  not  forgetting  that  you  are  spending  a  lot 
of  money  for  us.  Just  now  it's  impossible,  but  I 
will  send  some  money  later.  The  booklets  the  girls 
received  are  so  nice.  They  are  so  proud  of  them. 
Thanks  so  much. 

I  know  I  am  going  to  like  the  new  lessons,  and 
I'm  sure  proud  of  my  ceitiflcate  of  Religious  In- 
struction. 

My  sister  and  I  are  to  be  confirmed.  We  cer- 
tainly are  glad  now  that  we  have  taken  your  les- 
sons by  correspondence.  We  feel  now  that  we  will 
be  well  prepared. 

I  like  the  lessons  that  you  send  me.  I  will  read 
that  prayer  every  day  because  I  have  a  lot  of  cousins 
in  the  army. 

Vacation  School  Agenda. 

Due  to  the  fact  that  many  of  the  public 
schools  are  closing  later  than  usual  this  year,  we 
do  not  begin  our  summer  work  until  June  7. 
At  present  the  most  difficult  problem  which  faces 
us  is  how  we  are  to  pack  into  one  small  suitcase 
the  several  trunkfuls  of  useful  things  we  would 
like  to  take  along.  We  have  learned  from  experi- 
ence that  it  is  best  to  travel  light. 

Our  first  Vacation  schools  this  year  will  be 
held  at  Hope  anid  its  mission  Aneta.  Besides  the 
regular  catechetical  work  we  expect  to  have  the 
happy  privilege  of  preparing  the  children  to  sing 
High  Mass  on  the  occasion  of  the  celebration  of 
his  First  Mass  by  the  brother  of  the  pastor. 
This  will  be  quite  an  event  for  a  small  church 
and  one  that  the  children  will  not  likely  forget. 

After  Hope,  we  are  looking  forward  to  an- 
other pleasant  two  weeks  at  Fried.  This  is  new 
territory  for  us  in  the  sense  that  we  have  never 
been  there,  bvit  very  familiar  territory  in  the 
sense  that  many  of  our  correspondence  pupils  are 
from  that  parish.  We  are  very  anxious  to  meet 
these  children,  for  we  realize  that  personal  eon- 
tact  with  our  pupils  means  much  to  the  success 
of  our  correspondence  school  work. 

From  Fried  we  go  to  Fessenden.  Fe-ssenden 
is  a  good-sized  town  with  a  "churchful"  of  chil- 
dren.   We  usually  spend  a  whole  month  in  this 
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district,  as  there  are  two  missions  with  many 
c'liildren,  scattered  over  a  lar<?e  territory. 
While  at  the  missions  we  stay  at  one  of  the 
farm  liomes  and  walk  each  day  to  the  little 
schoolhouse  where  the  children  assemble.  In  one 
mission  there  are  four  such  schools,  so  a  Sister 
spends  a  Aveek  at  each,  teaching  morning  and 
afternoon.  On  Sunday  there  is  a  real  get-together 


Fir.st  Oommimion  at  Breiinon,  N.D. 


when  all  assemble  at  the  little  mission  church 
for  Mass.  Then  the  Sister  moves  on  to  spend 
the  coming  week  in  the  next  school. 

As  you  read  these  lines  then,  we  shall  be  out 
among  the  little  ones,  watching  their  eager  faces, 
listening  to  their  childish  questions,  striving  all 


the  while  to  lead  them  to  a  greater  love  for  the 
kind  Father  Avho  watches  over  them.  Pray  for 
us,  that  our  efforts  may,  in  some  measure,  bring 
success. 


PIUS  XII  SPEAKS  ON  MISSIONARY 
VOCATIONS 

IN  a  recent  audience  given  to  newly  married 
people  Pius  XII  spoke  on  the  privilege  that 
came  to  a  Catholic  home  through  a  missionary 
vocation : 

"The  harvest  is  abundant,  but  the  labourers 
are  few.  Beg  the  Lord  of  the  Harvest  to  send 
more  labourers  to  His  fields.  Christ's  field  is 
vast,  and  must  be  cultivated  by  the  labourers  of 
the  Church.  Modern  means  of  communication 
have  virtually  reduced  the  size  of  the  world. 
Each  day  new  fields  are  opening  for  missionary 
work  in  the  pagan  countries.  Who  dare  chal- 
lenge the  sincerity  of  Our  Lord,  Who  wants 
everybody  to  be  redeemed  by  His  blood?  We  re- 
mind you  that  the  care  of  your  souls  is  in  the 
hands  of  your  priests. 

As  true  Christians,  you  must  appreciate  the 
honour  bestowed  by  God  on  you,  if  one  day  one 
of  your  daughters  or  sons  is  called  to  His  ser- 
vice. If  their  lives  were  consecrated  to  the  altar 
and  to  souls  that  would  be  a  source  of  blessing 
to  you,  as  well  as  to  themselves.  Every  step  of 
your  lives  would  be  accompanied  by  their  prayers. 
You  should  not  think  that  by  giving  themselves 
to  God  they  would  love  you  any  the  less.  The 
love  of  God  does  not  destroy  family  affection.  Do 
not  be  afraid  of  the  holy  vocation  which  might 
descend  from  heaven  upon  your  children. 

Would  you  not  be  happy  if  one  day  you  saw 
your  sons  consecrated  to  the  Church,  or  your 
daughters  doing  spiritual  work  in  hospitals,  or- 
phanages, schools,  in  the  missions,  or  even  on  the 
battlefields  tending  the  wounded  ?  Be  thankful 
to  God  if  He  chooses  one  of  your  own  blood  for 
His  service." 


BOOK  REVIEW 


LITTLE  MISS  MOSES.  By  Julie  Bedier  and 
Louise  Trevisan.  Longmans.  Green  and  Co., 
55  Fifth  Ave.,  New  York.    Price  .$1.00. 

In  this  latest  children's  storj'  (published 
April,  1943)  Julie  Bedier  has  produced  a  charm- 
ing Chinese  version  of  Moses  in  the  Bulrushes. 
The  new  volume,  enhanced  by  the  apt  and  beau- 
tiful illustrations  of  Louise  Trevisan,  tells  us  of 
another  incident  in  the  Life  of  Thomas,  tlie  Chi- 
nese orphan  at  the  Lo  Ting  mission  centre.  This 


adventure  ends  happily  in  the  baptism  of  "Little 
Miss  Moses,"  a  girl  baby  discovered  by  Thomas 
in  the  bamboo  reeds  along  the  village  stream. 

All  readers  who  have  already  made  the  ac- 
quaintance of  Thomas  and  Anna  in  the  pre- 
vious "Lo  Ting  Stories"  will  welcome  this  in- 
teresting addition  to  mission  tales  for  children. 
To  those  who  have  not  had  this  pleasure,  we  hope 
"Little  ]\Iiss  Moses"  will  serve  as  an  introduction 
to  two  fascinating  Chinese  child  characters. 
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SOME  daj's  ago  a  friend  said  to  me:  "You 
know,  Sister,  I  can't  understand  what  ten 
of  you  Sisters  find  to  do  at  the  Mother 
House.    There  are  ten  of  you,  aren't  there?" 

"Eleven!"  I  corrected,  "if  you  include  the 
two  Sisters  who  teach  at  Wexford  eveiy  day." 

"Perhaps  we  shouldn't  include  them,"  she 
conceded  rather  grudgingly,  "but  that  still  leaves 
nine." 

"Yes,"  I  broke  in  warmly,  "it  leaves  nine, 
and  if  you  have  time  to  listen  I  can  tell  you  of 
enough  duties  and  occupations  at  the  Mother 
House  to  make  you  wonder  why  we  are  not 
nineteen  instead  of  nine." 

"Fm  open  to  conviction,"  she  replied  sweet- 
ly. Whereupon  I  launched  into  an  apologia. 
Speaking  without  interruption  for  fully  fifteen 
minutes,  I  gave  a  graphic  description  of  work  at 
the  Mother  House  —  administrative,  secretarial, 
culinary,  musical,  domestic,  literary.  I  could 
have  said  more,  but  at  this  point  my  friend  in- 
terrupted. 

"You  win!"  she  said  emphatically.  "Why, 
your  life  at  home  is  just  as  interesting  as  the 
life  on  the  missions,  but  nobody  ever  hears  about 
it.    It's  never  mentioned  in  your  magazine." 

As  I  knew  that  was  a  true  indictment,  T  had 
no  excuse  to  offer,  but  ever  since  I  have  felt 


AT 
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By  ONE  OP  THE  IMOTHER  HOUSE  STAFF. 

the  urge  to  give  our  readers  a  pen  picture  of  a 
day  "at  home." 

Reveille. 

Ting-a-ling!  Ting-a-ling!  Ting-a-ling !  The 
rising  bell  announces  that  a  new  day  has  been 
given  us  in  which  to  work  for  God  and  souls. 
Brushing  the  mists  of  dreamland  resolutely  from 
mind  and  heart,  we  make  the  Morning  Offering 
of  "thoughts,  words  and  deeds"  to  the  Heart  of 
Jesus,  so  that  not  one  smallest  moment  of  this 
new  day  may  be  without  His  blessing. 

Having  dressed  without  accident  to  collar 
button  or  shoe  string,  I  descend  to  our  Convent 
chapel,  where  the  other  Sisters  either  await  me 
or  join  me,  according  to  their  relative  celerity  in 
dressing.  On  the  stroke  of  the  half-hour  Morn- 
ing Prayers  are  ^begun,  followed  by  Meditation, 
that  precious  time  of  heart-to-heart  converse  with 
God,  which  prepares  us  for  whatever  the  day 
may  bring. 

The  Morning  Sacrifice. 

A  few  minutes  before  seven  we  hear  footsteps 
on  the  gravel  walk  and  we  know  Father  has 
arrived  for  Mass.  For  some  time  we  have  been 
singing  a  High  MasiS  every  morning  except 
Sunday,  so  while  Father  vests,  our  Sister-Or- 
ganist, with  those  of  us  who  have  singing  voices, 
prepare  for  their  musical  contribution  towards 
the  Holy  Sacrifice 

Touring-  the  House. 

Breakfast  follows  Mass  and  after  a  brief  visit 
to  the  chapel  the  Sisters  disperse  to  their  various 
avocations.    Let  us  see  what  each  Sister  is  doing. 
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First  we  go  to  the  kitchen  and  find  Sister  F. 
busily  engaged  mixing  flour,  milk  and  yeast  for 
the  week's  supply  of  bread,  for  you  must  realize 
that  sufficient  bread  for  a  family  of  eleven  is  no 
small  item  and  home-made  bread  is  more  nutri- 
tious and  less  expensive. 

"You  seem  very  busy,"  we  remark,  rather  un- 
necessarily. 

"Oh,  yes,  Sisters.  You  see  I  want  to  have 
the  bread  set  before  the  bell  rings  for  Visit  and 
Beads.  After  that  I  have  to  begin  at  once  to 
prepare  for  lunch." 

Realizing  that  Sister  has  no  time  for  idle 
talking,  we  go  into  the  pantry,  where  two  Sis- 
ters are  attacking  the  stack  of  breakfast  dishes 
with  a  remarkable  dexterity  that  could  only  be 
the  result  of  long  practice. 

We  pavise  for  a  word  of  greeting  to  the  little 
Sister  who  is  drying  the  dishes.  She,  although 
included  in  the  "nine  Sisters  at  the  Mother 
House,"  has  recently  retmmed  from  the  hospital, 
where  she  underwent  a  serious  operation,  and  is 
permitted  to  do  only  very  light  work  as  yet. 

Ting-a-ling!  Ting-a-ling!  Ting-a-ling !  The 
bell  again.  From  various  directions  the  Sisters 
appear  as  if  by  magic,  answei'ing  promptly  the 
"Voice  of  God"  calling  them  to  the  chapel  for  a 
period  of  communal  prayer. 

A  half  hour  later  they  are  all  back  at  their 
appointed  tasks.  Let  us  now  pay  a  short  visit 
to  the  second  floor,  where  we  find  the  Community 
Room,  Offices  and  Infirmary. 

At  the  head  of  the  stairs  is  Sister  General's 
office.  She  is  at  her  desk  surrounded,  as  usual, 
by  letters,  papers  and  documents  of  every  des- 
cription. At  the  moment  she  seems  to  be  in 
consultation  with  the  Superior  of  our  Toronto 
Hostel,  so  we  pass  on  to  the  bookkeeper's  off'ice. 

There  we  find  Sister  M.,  a  huge  ledger  opened 
before  her,  to  the  right  of  her  a  pile  of  Reports 
from  our  various  mis.sions,  to  the  left  of  her  a 
stack  of  bills.  We  realize  she  should  not  be  dis- 
turbed for  more  than  a  few  minutes,  but  we 
pause  long  enough  to  say:  "You  look  as  though 
your  mathematical  bump  is  getting  strenuous 
exercise  this  morning." 

"It  needs  all  the  exei-cise  it  can  get,"  Sister 
replies,  smilingly.  "The  Auditor  will  be  here 
the  day  after  to-morrow." 

"What  are  those  intricate  rows  of  figures  in 
the  typewriter?"  we  enquired  curiously. 

"The  Inventory.  We  have  to  show  the  value 
of  everything  in  the  house." 

Glancing  around  the  corner  at  the  Superior's 
office,  we  notice  it  is  empty. 

"Superior  iu)t  around  '"  we  enquire  of  Sister 

M. 

"She  was  there  a  minute  ago,  but  she  was 
called  downstairs  to  see  the  vegetable  man. 
Can't  say  where  she   is  now,   of  course.  You 

THKKE  MAY  KEEP  A  SECRET 


know  how  constantly  she  is  kept  on  the  go  for 
one  thing  or  another." 

Repassing  Sister  General's  office  on  our  way  to 
the  Commimity  Room,  we  observe  that  she  is 
busily  dictating  letters.  In  the  Community  Room 
are  two  Sisters  A-ery  intent  on  a  huge  piece  of 
cardboard  which  is  spread  out  before  them.  On 
enquiry,  Ave  are  informed  that  they  are  con- 
structing a  "poster"  illustrative  of  S.O.S.  mission 
work  to  be  sent  to  a  Vocation  Exhibit  to  be  held 
somewhere  down  East. 

"Of  course  if  we  could  work  at  it  steadily," 
said  Sister  B.,  "it  would  not  take  so  very  long,  but 
Sister  P.  has  work  awaiting  her  in  the  chapel  and 
I  have  to  help  in  the  kitchen,  so  it's  just  the 
spare  moment  here  and  there  that  we  can  devote 
to  the  poster.  However,  Ave  are  trying  hard  to 
finish  it  in  time  for  the  Exhibit." 

Our  next  stop  is  at  the  Infirmary.  At  present 
there  are  no  bed  patients,  a  ble.ssing  for  which 
we  are  thankful.  The  Sister  Avho  is  convalescing 
occupies  one  of  the  beds,  as  she  is  not  yet  strong 
enough  to  mount  the  stairs  leading  to  the  third 
ttooi-  sleeping  apartments. 

Retracing  our  steps  doAvn  the  corridor,  Ave 
again  glance  in  Sister  General's  off'ice  and  this 
time  her  eyes  meet  ours  and  she  beckons  us  to 
enter.  KnoAving  the  constant  demands  on  her 
time,  Ave  hesitate  to  disturb  her,  but  she  reassures 
us  with  a  welcoming  smile.  For  a  delightful 
half-hour  Sister  General  in  her  interesting  man- 
ner, entertains  us  Avith  a  variety  of  anecdotes  of 
the  various  S.O.S.  missions,  she  having  just  re- 
turned from  her  Annual  Visitation. 

All  too  soon  the  bell  rings  out  again.  "That 
is  for  prayer,"  says  Sister  General.  "Perhaps 
you  will  come  to  see  me  some  other  time." 

Promising  to  avail  ourselves  of  this  much- 
prized  invitation,  we  descend  to  the  chapel  for 
noon-daj'  prayers  aiul  exaraen. 

When  dinner  is  over  and  the  dishes  Avashed, 
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the  Sisters  go  out-of-doors  for  the  mid-day  re- 
creation. Sister  P.,  who  in  addition  to  her  onlin- 
ary  duties,  also  looks  after  the  grarden,  points 
out  to  us  the  young  onions,  radishes  and  lettuce 
which  she  is  nursing  with  much  care ;  also  sweet 
peas  and  geranium,  for  Sister  goes  in  for  the 
beautiful  as  well  as  the  utilitarian. 

Recreation  over,  the  bell  rings  for  Spiritual 
Reading,  after  which  there  is  the  daily  half-hour 
of  choir  practice — so  necessary  if  we  are  to  have 
the  various  "Propers"  of  our  High  Masses  well 
prepared.  At  2.30  the  S'sters  return  to  their 
regular  duties.  Let  us  continue  our  tour  of  in- 
spection. Tn  the  basement  we  find  two  Sisters 
busy  .sprinkline  and  folding  stacks  of  clotliing 
and  linen.  "We  didn't  dare  come  down  this 
morning,"  T  remark  to  Sister  P..  "because  we 
know  the  washing  must  on  no  account  be  held 
up  b.y  vain  talking." 

"No,  Ave  haven't  a  moment  to  spare  on  laun- 
dry mornings,"  agrees  Sister.  "Tf  the  clothes 
aren't  hung  up  early  enough  they  are  not  dry 
in  time  to  be  prepared  for  ironing  and  that  would 
be  a  calamity.  As  you  know  we  have  a  large 
amount  of  laundry,  for  we  do  all  our  chapel  linens 
and  the  smoke  from  the  apartment  houses  next 
door  makes  it  necessary  to  change  them  fre- 
quently." 

Prom  the  basement  we  proceed  to  the  third 
floor,  where  we  find  a  Sister  (the  one  who  was 
busy  on  the  poster  in  the  forenoon)  busy  sweep- 
ing and  tidying  the  dormitories.  We  do  not  dis- 
turb her,  for  we  feel  she  needs  every  minute  to 
complete  her  task  before  supper.  The  whirring 
of  machines  reaches  our  ears,  so  we  visit  the 
sewing  room  for  a  few  minutes.  There  two  Sis- 
ters are  busily  engaged  in  providing  the  Com- 
munity with  habits,  hats  and  other  articles  of 
clothing. 

"We  just  can't  keep  up  with  the  orders  for 


habits,"  Sister  J.  tells  us,  rather  wistfully.  "If 
we  had  two  more  Sisters  it  might  be  possible, 
but  of  course  that's  out  of  the  question. 

"I'm  sure  not  many  people  realize  how  much 
time  and  labour  goes  into  the  business  of  cloth- 
ing a  Community." 

"No,  that's  true,"  Sister  agrees.  "You  see, 
so  many  Sisters  on  the  missions  haven't  any  op- 
portunity for  making  habits  or  getting  them 
made,  and  the  sewing  has  to  be  done  somewhere." 

Before  we  know  it  the  bell  rings  for  supper. 
After  the  dishes  are  washed  there  is  recreation 
again  until  eight  o'clock.  Prom  eight  to  nine 
is  theoretically  free,  for  reading,  studying,  or 
any  little  hobby  in  which  a  Sister  may  be  in- 
terested. Most  of  the  Sisters  manage  to  get  ten 
or  fifteen  minutes  of  this  hour  to  spend  in  the 
chapel  to  talk  over  the  events  of  the  day  with 
our  Lord  and  offer  Him  all  its  works  joys  and 
sorrows. 

"Aiul  you — what  do  you  do?"  asks  my  im- 
aginary companion.  This  is  a  legitimate  question 
since  I  am  surely  "one  of  the  nine"  and  yet  no 
work  has  appeared  to  my  credit  during  our  tour 
of  the  Mother  House. 

Although  one  shrinks  from  emphasizing  the 
"I"  at  any  time  yet  far  he  it  from  me  to  leave 
an  impression  that  there  is  even  one  drone  in 
this  busy  mother  hive.  My  official  position  is 
editor  of  the  "Field  at  Home,"  that  mission 
magazine  which  keeps  our  friends  and  well- 
wishers  regularly  informed  of  "what  we  do 
on  the  missions."  T  also  assist  Sister  General 
with  her  stacks  of  correspondence,  act  as  or- 
ganist and  choir  director  and  lend  a  hand  be- 
tween times  to  the  laundry  and  dish  washing. 

Now,  may  I  hope  that  my  friend  who  advised 
me  to  write  something  of  our  home  activities 
will  consider  T  have  done  belated  justice  to  those 
of  us  who  "keep  the  home  fires  burning?" 


War  Proves  Universality  of  the  Church 


Father  Denelfo,  a  Catholic  chaplain  in  the 
American  Army  in  the  South  Sea  Islands,  in  a 
letter  to  the  IMilitary  Ordinary  relates  that  while 
he  was  preparing  for  Mass  one  morning  a  native 
approached  and  said  that  he  wanted  to  go  to 
Confession.  Having  heard  that  some  of  the  na- 
tives made  false  claims  of  Catholicity,  Father 
Denelfo  determined  not  to  help  the  native  with 
his  Confession,  but  to  let  his  manner  of  confessing 
be  the  test  of  his  sincerity  in  professing  the 
faith.  Father  Denelfo  continues:  "To  my 
amazement  and  confusion,  I  found  that  I  was 
the  one  being  catechized.  Was  I  a  Catholic 
priest?    Yes.    Did  I  say  Mass  in  Latin?  Yes. 


Did  I  believe  in  the  infallibility  of  the  Pope? 
Yes.    All  right,  he  would  go  to  Confession  to  me. 

"He  made  a  Confession  as  complete  and  cor- 
rect as  any  theologian  could  have  made.  After 
INIass  he  said  he  would  bring  his  brothers  and 
friends.  And  so  for  a  time  T  had  a  number  of 
natives  at  daily  Mass. 

"It  was  a  wonderful  and  vivid  illustration 
of  the  universality  of  the  Church — soldiers  of 
different  nationalities  kneelirig  at  the  Com- 
munion rail  with  these  native  boys.  The  priests 
and  sisters  who  labored  here  certainly  sowed  the 
seed  of  Christianity  in  the  hearts  of  these  people. 
All  are  impressed  by  the  simple  and  sincere  de- 
votion and  piety  of  these  natives." 


HE  IS  ILL  CLOTHED  WHO  IS  BARE  OF  VIRTUE. 
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Selections  from  Our  Regina  Mail  Bag 


EVERY  day,  from  North,  South,  East  and 
West,  letters  come  flowing  into  our  ofifice. 
Tlieir  reading  gives  one  a  fair  picture  of 
the  life  of  our  pioneer  families  in  their  distant 
homesteads.  They  are  indeed  like  open  windows 
through  which  we  can  witness  the  ebb  and  flow 
of  rural  life  on  our  Prairie  lands. 

These  children's  messages  are  like  "snap- 
shots" of  those  human  realities  which  make  up 
human  existence.  They  are  like  "close-ups"  of 
many  trifles  which  loom  large  in  a  child's  life. 

But  what  is  most  remarkable  is  the  ease 
and  happiness  with  which  they  receive  the  les- 
sons of  their  Catholic  Faith.  This  t-omes  to  them 
from  the  grace  of  baptism  hy  which  their  hearts 
open  to  its  teachings  as  flowers  open  to  the  sun. 

To  these  little  souls  "catechism  by  mail"  is  no 
cold,  formal  red  mark  of  percentage  on  the  top 
of  the  lesson.  The  interchange  of  little  items  of 
home  problems  .  .  their  joys  .  .  their  sorrows  and 
ambitions,  written  in  such  guilelessness  to  the 
Sisters  is  a  great  blessing  and  consolation  to 
their  loving  Catholic  hearts  and  a  strong  spir- 
itual link  between  pupil  and  teacher. 

A  few  quotations  from  letters  will  give  us  an 
interesting  cross-section  of  the  thousands  of 
homes  to  which  the  lessons  of  our  Religious  Cor- 
respondence Course  go  throughout  the  year.  The 
simplicity  of  these  letters  to  the  Sisters  will,  we 
are  sure,  touch  the  hearts  of  our  readers  and  en- 
courage them  to  continue  to  be  the  friends  of 
our  silent  apostolate.  "From  the  mouths  of 
babes"  will  come  the  sublime  truth  of  the  value 
of  our  holy  religion  in  the  life  of  man. 

The  beginners  writing  their  first  letter  of 
thanks  in  large  printed  letters  .  .  . 


I  am  only  eight  years  and  can't  write  very  much 
yet.  I  want  to  thank  you  for  the  lesson  and  the 
nice  picture  for  me  to  colour. 

With  all  my  love,  Yvonne. 

Another  from  one  just  "coming  of  age"  and 
ambitious  to  be  in  line  ivith  the  older  members 
of  the  family.  .  . 

Would  you  please  send  me  my  S.O.S.  papers  now, 
as  I  am  eight  years  old  and  in  Grade  Two. 

Elizabeth. 

Putting  in  a  good  word  for  brother  .  .  . 

We  enjoy  the  lessons  very  much.  My  brother 
Welsey  would  like  to  start  now  taking  lessons.  He 
made  his  First  Communion  last  summer.  He  will 
be  seven  in  March.  He  will  enjoy  them.  He  started 
school  last  Easter.  He  can  read,  write,  and  print. 
Hoping  to  have  your  opinion. 

Your  religious  pupil,  Eileen. 

The  tvoes  of  tire  shortage.  .  .  What  a  "bust 
tire"  is  going  to  mean! 

We  are  going  to  town  to-day  to  get  some  winter 
supplies.  We  were  to  church  at  11  o'clock  Mass  last 
Sunday.  We  are  going  to  receive  Communion  again 
to-morrow.  The  church  is  so  nicely  built  now.  Fa- 
ther   put  a  tower  on  the  church;  it  is  sure  nice. 

The  church  is  always  filled  with  people  when  it's 
warm.  We  sure  will  feel  bad  when  our  tires  bust 
as  we  live  so  far  from  church.  Well,  I  had  better 
sign  off,  for  news  is  getting  scarce. 

Your  pupil,  John. 

Sorroic  for  the  lo.ss  of  a  dear  Mother  .  .  . 

We  do  not  know  what  happened  to  our  last 
lesson  about  God.  so  please  send  us  the  lessons  where 
we  left  off.  .  .  Onr  mother  died  four  weeks  ago  and 
we  sui'e  miss  her  very  much.  It  is  sure  hard  if  one 
goes  and  leaves  us  to  carry  on  in  this  world.  We 
sure  miss  her  a  lot;  every  time  we  go  to  bed  we  look 
in  her  bedroom  where  she  was  in  bed  and  be  sur- 
prised not  to  find  her  there.  It  is  sure  hard  to  for- 
get, she  was  so  dear  to  us — but  God  has  taken  her 
to  heaven.  Your  Catechism  Pupils. 
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rorrespondence  Pupils. 


A  happij  death  .  .  . 

We  received  your  welcome  letters  on  Wednesday, 
Jan.  14,  and  you  asked  us  if  our  dearest  mother  was 
prepared  to  die.  Our  mother  had  Holy  Communion 
before  she  left  home  and  then  when  she  got  there 
before  the  operation,  but  there  was  no  priest  beside 
her  when  she  died.  Yes!  we  are  praying  to  Our 
Blessed  Mother  to  help  us  through  in  this  hard  time 
that  has  come  to  us.  We  are  all  going  to  Mass  on 
Sunday  for  my  dear  mother.  From  Joseph. 

The  hig  problem  on  the  farm  .  .  .  the  older  hoijs 
hare  gone  to  war  and  the  younger  members  of  the 
familjj  have  to  bear  the  burden  of  the  work  .  .  . 

Sorry,  dear  sisters,  but  we  have  lost  our  lesson 
16.  We  have  been  helping  our  parents  with  the 
harvest  and  getting  the  garden  stuff  in,  as  Tony  and 
Joe  have  now  gone  to  the  war.  This  made  our  les- 
sons late  but  will  you  be  so  kind  and  excuse  us. 
We  appreciate  your  work  and  think  you  are  making 
a  swell  job  of  it.  with  regards  from  us  all. 

Letter  of  appreciation  and  regret  from  a  yoking 
girl  who  has  started  to  work  away  from  home.  .  . 

I  must  write  and  let  you  know  why  I'm  not 
seu'ding  any  more  lessons.  I'm  working  at  a  board- 
ers' house  and  so  I  can't  get  very  much  time  to  do 
my  lessons.  I  sure  wanted  to  finish  the  lessons 
right  through.  Your  kind  service  has  helped  me 
a  great  lot  in  keeping  my  faith  as  I  should  and  hope 
to  keep  it  up  as  good  and  better.  I  hope  some  day 
to  visit  you  in  Regina. 

Thank  you  ever  so  much. 

I  remain  your  loving  pupil,  Mary. 

Housekeeping  while  Mother  is  in  hospital  .  .  . 
and  hoping  the  good  Lord  won't  forget  about 
them.  .  . 

We  live  far  out  in  the  country  and  we  haven't  got 
no  mother  at  home.  She  is  in  the  hospital  and  we 
live  with  our  father.  Father  is  good  to  us  but  it 
would  be  better  if  we  had  our  mother  at  home  .  .  . 
but  we've  got  to  "tuffit"  that  way.  Maybe  God  won't 
forget  about  us.  Around  we've  got  a  strange  popu- 
lation and  not  much  Roman  catechism.  We  thank 
you  for  looking  after  us. 

Your  children  in  Christ,  Mary  and  Annie. 

The  little  Miss  who  knows  what  she  wants  .  .  . 
Oh  how  good  and  beautiful  God  is,  to  give  yon  the 


thought  about  me.  Oh  how  glad  I  was  when  you 
sent  me  my  lessons.  But  now  I  want  to  tell  you 
that  don't  send  me  books  that  lay  a  couple  of  years 
and  papers  that  somebody  has  read  but  send  me 
new  magazines  and  papers.  Now,  dear  Sister,  a  happy 
word  to  you.  I  would  not  forget  about  you  and  will 
think  of  you. 

May  God  bless  you.     Yours  truly, 

Mary  J.  E. 

Since  she  and  he)-  sister  no  longer  need  in- 
structions by  mail,  this  little  miss  wishes  others 
to  receive  the  lessons  "instead  of  us." 

My  parents  have  takon  a  house  in  Orangeville,  so 
we  can  go  to  Mass  every  Sunday.  We  have  a  very 
nice  church  here.  It's  about  a  mile  away,  and  also 
we  have  Sunday  school  every  Sunday.  There  are 
eleven  of  us.  Father  thinks  we  have  done  very  well 
with  oui-  lessons  and  we  thank  you  very  much  for 
them.  We  will  always  be  thinking  of  you.  Now 
we  think  it  best  to  let  somebody  else  have  the  les- 
sons instead  of  us.  I  hope  that  I  shall  see  you  some 
day,  for  I  have  a  great  desire  to  become  a  sister 

Yours  sincerely, 

Mary  Ruth. 


ST.  GERARD  AT  VILNA. 

We  have  receive^  news  from  Vilna  that  a 
lovely  statue  of  St.  Gerard  now  keeps  guard  in 
the  Maternity  Ward  of  that  S.O.S.  rural  hos- 
pital. The  statue  was  purchased  with  a  donation 
from  the  Hardwieh  Branch  of  the  Catholic  Wo- 
men's League  at  Chatliam,  Ontario.  Surely  all 
those  who  contributed  towards  this  donation 
will  be  well  pleased  that  through  their  generosity 
this  wonderful  patron  of  mothers  has  a  place 
of  honour  in  the  Ward  where  his  protecting  care 
is  so  often  and  so  earnestly  invoked.  May  St. 
Gerard  keep  faithful  watch  over  the  infants  who 
first  see  the  light  in  our  Vilna  Hospital,  and 
may  he  also  obtain  many  graces  for  the  charit- 
able souls  who  made  it  possible  to  purchase  the 
statue. 

For  Babies! 

(^ur  Vilna  Sisters  are  grateful  also  to  the 
Business  Women's  Unit  of  the  Catholic  Women's 
League  in  Quebec  for  a  generous  conti-ibution 
towai-ds  the  care  of  Vilna  babies.  This  Sub- 
division held  a  Baby  Shower  for  the  hospital, 
resulting  in  a  very  useful  collection  of  infants' 
clothing,  powder,  safety  pins,  etc.  As  babies  are 
always  arriving  at  Vilna  these  articles  are  in 
constant  demand  and  gratefully  received  at  any 
time. 


THANKS. 

We  are  grateful  to  the  Catholic  Women's 
League  of  Seaforth,  Ontario,  for  a  usefid  dona- 
tion of  clothing  for  the  pool'.  This  collection 
also  included  Haiuielette  sheets  and  a  beautiful 
quilt;  the  lattei-  is  a  particularly  welcome  con- 
tribution. 


THE  ABSENT  ARE  NEVER  WITHOUT  FAULT  AND  THE  PRESENT  WITHOUT  EXCUSE. 
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HIGHLIGHTS  OF  SINNETT 

A  HOME  MISSIONER  REVIEWS  THE  YEAR 


YESTERDAY  Avas  the  last  day  of  school. 
Reports  had  been  given  out  and  everyone 
had  gone  home  happy  that  the  holidays 
had  come  at  last.    As  I  sat  at  the  desk  in  the 


The  Cast  in  "Come  Back  to  Erin. 

empty  school  room  mingled  feelings  of  relief  and 
regret  surged  through  me.  How  quickly  the  past 
ten  months  had  slipped  by.  Soon  I  found  myself 
re-living  some  of  the  important  events  of  those 
months. 

I  remembered  the  first  days  of  school.  We 
had  started  late  in  September  on  accoiuit  of  the 
harvesting.  The  first  few  days  the  attendance 
was  very  low,  but  gradualh'  our  one-room  scliool. 
which  was  formerly  part  of  the  old  church,  was 
occnpied  by  eighteen  live)}-  young  people,  the 
"Happy  Gang"  as  they  call  themselves. 

Pali  sped  quickly  into  Winter  and  the  mode 
of  travelling  changed  from  bicycle  and  horse- 
back to  caboose  and  cutter.  Before  we  knew  it 
December  22nd  was  upon  us.  This  was  the  last 
school  day  before  the  Christmas  holidays.  A 
farewell  was  to  be  given  to  two  Sinnett  boys. 
Sergeant  Jerry  MacEachern  and  Sergeant  Tommy 
Dodd.  The  latter  was  one  of  our  pupils  the  first 
year  the  school  opened.  They  were  both  home 
on  embarkation  leave  and  both  had  made  the 
grade  as  observers  in  the  R.C.A.F.  Of  this  we 
were  justly  proud.  The  hoys'  parents  and  our 
pastor  had  been  invited.  The  programme  opened 
with  a  song  composed  especially  for  Tom  and 
Jerry  to  the  tune  of  "There'll  Always  Be  An 
England."'    This  was  followed  bv  musical  selec- 


tions on  the  violin  and  guitar,  a  solo  by  Therese, 
a  recitation  and  community  singing.  Father  gave 
a  short  talk,  urging  the  boys  to  keep  their  Faith 
ever  in  the  foreground.  'The  Christmas  reports 
were  given  out.  Each  of  the 
-  -  boys  was  presented  with  a 
.    '       " .  small    gift    from    the  class. 

Tliere  was  also  a  presenta- 
tion of  a  book  to  Ethel,  who 
was  leaving  us  to  take  up 
nursing.  Then  the  party  be- 
came quite  informal  and 
games  such  as  Crokinole  and 
Carrying  the  Tools  to  Britain 
were  played.  Lunch  was  serv- 
ed and  the  afternoon  closed 
with  our  best  wi.shes  for  a  safe 
journey  over  and  a  speedy 
return. 

January  found  all  back  at 
school  but  Teddy,  Tom's  bro- 
ther. AVe  call  Ted  our  "lit- 
tle boy"  as  he  is  only  six  feet 
five  inches  tall.  He  is  now  a 
member  of  the  R.C.A.F.  at  St. 
Thomas,  Ontario. 

February  stole  another  one 
of  our  boys.  John,  our  guitar  player,  joined  the 
army  and  is  now  in  the  motorcycle  corps. 

March  blew  in  like  a  lion.  As  the  Community 
here  is  called  the  "Irish  Settlement,"  St.  Pat- 
rick's Day  could  not  go  bj'  without  some  special 
celebration.  After  much  searching  in  books  and 
catalogues  we  finally  had  enough  material  for 
a  two-hour  concert. 

As  soon  as  possible  the  stage,  consisting  of 
the  school  platform  raised  on  apple  boxes,  was 
erected.  Wires  were  put  itp  for  the  curtains, 
which  in  reality  were  white  sheets.  It  yon  could 
have  been  a  fly  on  the  wall  in  those  first  two 
weeks  of  March  yon  would  have  heard  many 
peculiar  noises,  from  the  sweet  notes  of  "Come 
Back  to  Erin"  to  the  blood-curdling  screams  of 
the  banshee.  The  sewing  machine  hummed  con- 
stantly as  colleen  dresses,  fairy  costumes,  sham- 
rocks, etc.,  were  made.  Practijsing  was  done  dur- 
ing part  of  the  afternoon  and  two  or  three  nights 
a  week.  Siniday,  the  14th,  brought  a  big  snow- 
storm which  did  not  abate  luitil  Wednesday. 
Tuesday  we  decided  to  postpone  the  concert  until 
Friday,  the  Feast  of  St.  Joseph.  We  knew  St. 
Joseph  would  not  mind  our  honouring  St.  Pat- 
rick on  his  Feast  Day. 

St.  Joseph  gave  us  a  beautiful  evening.  By 
eight  o'clock  the  school,  which  had  been  decorated 
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in  white  and  green,  was  packed  and  the  concert 
began  with  "O  Canada."  Our  first  number  was 
a  "Book  of  Songs."  On  the  .stage  were  two  col- 
leens and  a  book  cover  read}-  to  be  opened.  The 
boys  had  made  the  frame  and  the  pupils  of 
Grade  VIII  had  made  the  cover  out  of  brown 
paper.  It  was  painted  white  with  a  large  green 
shamrock  in  the  centre  and  four  smaller  ones 
in  the  four  corners.  The  name  of  the  book  was 
"Come  Back  to  Erin."  The  audience  was  in- 
vited to  come  back  to  Erin  with  us.  The  song 
was  then  sung  by  all  the  pupils  Our  book  open- 
ed, and  whom  did  we  find  there?  St.  Patrick 
himself.  The  audience  clapped  and  "Hail, 
Glorious  St.  Patrick"  was  sung.  So  the  book 
opened  and  closed  luitil  there  had  been  depicted 
and  sung  "I'll  take  you  home  again.  Kathleen." 
"The  Minstrel  Boy."  "^Mother  Machree"  and 
"Danny  Boy."  There  was  a  little  slip  in  the 
"Minstrel  Boy"  scene.  His  harp  did  not  come 
until  he  was  ready  to  go  into  the  picture.  There 
was  just  t'me  to  give  it  to  him  to  hold,  which 
he  did — upside  down!  Our  three  gossipers.  Mrs. 
Talkit.  Mrs.  Gadabout  and  Mrs.  Pickett,  in  "The 
Unburied  Woman."  with  their  high  boots  and 
long  skirt.s,  caused  quite  a  laugh.  Then  there 
was  a  monologue — "Mike's  Dream" — in  which 
Mike  talks  to  St.  Patrick.  He  asks  the  Saint 
for  a  special  kind  of  drink.  St.  Patrick  tells 
him  to  look  on  his  doorstep  and  he  would  find 
a  drink  that  would  make  him  feel  years  younger. 
All  exc'ted,  Mike  goes  to  the  front  door,  and 
what  does  he  find  there  but  a  bottle  of  milk, 
whieh  he  thinks  is  a  good  joke  of  St.  Patrick's.' 

There  were  other  plays,  the  principal  one 
being  "The  Boy  Comes  Home,"  taken  from  the 
Grade  IX  Literature  Course.  The  Marionettes, 
as  usual,  received  much  applause.  The  last 
short  play  ended  with  a  dance,  the  girls  and 
boys  being  dressed  in  Irish  costumes. 

Judging  by  the  remarks  of  the  audience,  our 
concert  was  a  success.  Some  said:  "It  was  too 
short,"  others,  "Put  it  on  again.  Sister."  Our 
proceeds  amounted  to  $28.30.  Five  dollars  was 
sent  to  the  Senior  Red  Cross  and  $5.00  to  the 
Junior  Red  Cross. 

In  April  Ave  had  a  visit  from  two  of  our  last 
year  pupils — Alice  and  Mary.  Alice  is  a  mem- 
ber of  the  W.A.A.C.  and  was  home  on  a  four- 
day  leave.  Mary  bad  returned  home  after  work- 
ing all  winter  in  an  Eastern  munitions  plant. 
AVe  learned  many  interesting  things  about  Mary's 
work. 

The  last  school  event  took  place  in  May. 
Five  dollars  had  been  donated  to  the  school  for 
a  treat.  The  class  thought  a  real  treat  would 
be  a  wiener  roast.  When  the  day  appointed  for 
the  "roast"  arrived  we  were  undecided  whether 
it  would  be  a  wiener  or  a  mosquito  roast,  as  the 
mosquitoes  were  so  numerous.  However,  the  hot 
bonfire  and  a  smoke  smudge  settled  the  mos- 
HE  THAT  CAN  TAKE  REST  IS  GREA 


quitoes.  The  manner  in  which  the  roast  was 
conducted  was  a  novelty  to  us.  We  had  been 
used  to  boiling  the  wieners  over  the  bonfire. 
Here  each  one  was  given  a  green  wUlow  branch 
from  which  the  bark  had  been  peeled  and  the 
end  sharpened  to  a  point.  The  wiener  was  stuck 
on  the  end  and  really  roasted.  There  was  much 
more  fun  this  way  and  everyone  was  kept  busy. 
We  had  been  able  to  obtain  some  marshmallows 
which  were  toasted.  The  evening  was  very 
much  enjoyed  and  will  be  a  pleasant  memory 
for  a  long  time. 

From  the  wiener  roast  until  yesterday  the 
days  were  filled  with  hard  studying.  The  ma- 
jority were  rewarded  with  success.  Now  all  have 
gone  home  to  return  in  September  for  what  we 
hope  will  be  an  equally  full  and  successful  year. 


FORTY  HOURS'  AT  HALIFAX  HOSTEL. 

The  following  is  taken  from  the  Parish  Bulle- 
tin of  St.  Marv's  Cathedral.  Halifax,  of  Mav 
30th  : 

"On  Tuesday,  Wednesday  and  Thursday  of 
last  week,  the  Forty  Hours'  Devotion  was  held 
at  the  convent  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  on  Tobin 
street,  and  was  indeed  a  marked  success  and  an 
event  whicli  will  not  soon  be  forgotten  in  the 
parish. 

"The  ceremony  commenced  on  Tuesday  morn- 
ing with  High  Mass,  Solemn  Procession  and 
singing  of  the  Litany  of  the  Saints. 

"On  Tiiesday,  Wednesday  and  Thursday 
evenings  the  Holy  Hour  was  conducted  at  eight 
o'clock  and  the  rooms  adjoining  the  chapel  were 
filled  to  capac'ty  with  the  members  of  the  Young 
People's  Guild  and  their  friends. 

"The  Devotion  concluded  on  Thursday  even- 
ing with  the  closing  Procession  and  the  Litany 
of  the  Saints. 

"The  director  of  the  various  ceremonies  was 
Rev.  Father  Carroll,  chaplain  to  the  Sisters,  and 
the  .schola  of  the  Cathedral  Choir  rendered  the 
music. 

"AVe  are  sure  that  not  only  the  par  sliioners 
of  St.  Mary's  but  also  all  persons  who  have  heard 
of  the  wonderful  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service, 
rejoice  Avith  them  on  this  festive  occasion.  May 
Jesus  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament  bless  them  and 
all  who  are  committed  to  their  care!" 


RENEW  YOUR  SUBSCRIPTION 
AND  HELP  THE 
SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 
TO  PRESERVE  THE  FAITH 
IN  CANADA 
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The  Timely  Training  of  Catholic  Leaders  in 

Mission  Countries 


MISSION  INTENTION  FOR  JULY. 

IN  tlie  year  80  A.D.  the  Son  of  the  simple 
carpenter  of  Nazareth  emerg'ed  from  His 
thirty  years  of  retirement,  and  began  the 
work  of  training  the  first  Catholic  leaders  in 
the  world.  Prom  human  standpoints  His  choice 
of  subjects  was  poor:  humble  fishermen,  simple 
men  from  simpler  homes,  a  tax-collector,  a  physi- 
cian, a  painter.  However,  He  knew  that  they 
would  have  three  years  of  intensive  training; 
that  they  would  accompany  Him  on  his  journeys 
through  Judea  and  Galilee;  that  they  would  be 
eye-witnesses  to  the  miracles  which  He  would 
perform.  He  did  not  overlook  their  human  frail- 
ties, their  denial  of  Him,  their  defection  in  the 
garden  of  Gethsemane.  Over  and  above  all  with 
His  infinite  wisdom  he  knew  His  timely  training 
would  transform  them  into  lions  of  courage 
able  to  brave  the  terrors  of  the  arena,  the  slash 
of  the  whip  and  the  sword,  the  horror  of  the 
boiling  caldron. 

Eighteen  hundred  years  later  another  course 
of  intensive  training  was  inaugurated  and  it  is 
only  to-day  that  we  are  in  a  position  to  appreciate 
its  truly  destructive  character.  Tn  1867  the  Ger- 
man leader  Bismarck  founded  the  German  Fed- 
eration and  did  "bestride  this  narrow  world  like 
a  colossus"  even  as  his  twentieth  century  imi- 
tator would  presume  to  do  And  yet  as  Arch- 
bishop Goodier,  S.J.,  in  his  Occasional  Historical  * 
Essays  reminds  us  "in  that  very  same  year  an- 
other 'petty  man'  did  walk  under  his  huge 
legs  and  peep  about,'  and  almost  under  his  very 
nose  published  the  bible  of  a  new  religion,  whose 
ideals  and  aims  Avere  the  very  opposite  to  those 
of  the  Iron  Chancellor." 

For  more  than  three-(iuarters  of  a  century 
those  ]\Iarxian  principles  have  become  the  hand- 
book of  communistic  training  which  would  strike 
at  the  roots  of  the  Christian  doctrine.  Hence 
the  appeal  made  by  the  Holy  See,  echoed  by  The 
Society  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith,  for 
prayerful  intercession  in  behalf  of  the  timely 
training  of  Catholic  leaders  in  mission  coun- 
tries. 

The  Marxian  teachings  which  form  the 
ground  work  for  Communism  and  the  nationalis- 
tic trends  which  rose  simultaneously  Avith  them 
overlook  completely  that  "the  social  strength 
of  Christianity  comes  from  the  'very  delicate 
sense  of  justice'  whicii  is  the  secret  of  the  true 
Christian,  and  in  virtue  of  which  the  re-estab- 
lishment of  violated  rights  and  the  restoration 


of  social  well-being  'are  defended  much  more 
cogently  by  the  principle  of  Christian  faith,  and 
are  promoted  much  more  efficaciously  by  the 
power  of  Christian  charity'  than  by  any  other 
system  in  existence.  Christianity  is  of  God." 
(Don  Pierre  Celestin  Lou  Tseng-Tsiang,  O.S.B.). 

These  statements  coming  from  the  pen  of  the 
renowned  Chinese  convert  find  an  echo  in  India. 
Mr  A.  Soares,  a  noted  Catholic  leader  and  Presi- 
dent of  the  All-India  Catholic  Congress  in  that 
country,  urged  that  the  Nationalists  of  India 
grant:  (1)  the  elementary  freedom  of  conscience 
and  religion,  which  includes  the  right  to  win 
over  adherents  to  the  faith  by  peaceful  persua- 
sion;  (2)  the  right  to  maintain  our  educational 
institutions  for  our  children  and  such  others  as 
may  wish  to  share  in  the  benefits  of  that  educa- 
tion ;  (3)  the  recognition  of  our  own  personal 
law  in  specific  matters  like  marriage,  which  to 
us,  as  to  the  orthodox  Hindu,  is  not  a  mere  civil 
contract  but  a  religious  sacrament. 

From  the  seriousness  of  the  utterances  of 
these  noted  Catholic  leaders  one  begins  to  under- 
stand the  importance  of  proper  training  for  the 
Catholics  who  must  move  to  the  foreground  in 
mission  lands.  It  is  hoped  therefore  that  the 
people  of  America  Avill  recognize  this  need  and 
pray  for  its  fulfilment 

Right  Rev  ]\Isgr.  Thomas  J.  McDonnell. 
National  Director. 

The  Society  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith. 


NATIVE  CLERGY  ARE  SAVING  THE  FAITH 
IN  THE  MISSIONS. 

The  wisdom  and  foresight  of  the  Church,  and 
particularly  of  Pope  Pius  XI.  in  the  provision 
of  native  clergy  in  the  mission  countries  has 
been  strikingly  illustrated  in  the  present  war, 
said  Vatican  Radio. 

AVere  it  not  for  the  small  nucleus  of  native 
clergy,  the  missionary  apostolate  in  many  cases 
would  have  been  brought  to  a  complete  stand- 
still. 

The  newly-issued  report  of  the  Pontifical  AVork 
of  St.  Peter  for  the  Native  Clergy  pays  tribute 
to  the  growing  awareness  of  Catholics  to  the 
problem  and  to  their  generosity  in  contributing 
to  the  seminaries  for  the  native  clergy. 

The  1941  balance  sheet  shows  that  the  Catholic 
world  gave  over  12.00(),(X)()  lire  for  the  native 
seminaries,  exclusive  of  the  offerings  in  certain 
countries,  including  England  and  Ireland. 


HE  THAT  CAN  tX)l\IPOSE  HIMSELF  IS  WISER  THAN  HE  THAT  COMPOSES  BOOKS. 
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The  Adventures  of  Kitty  Puss-VIII 


KITTY  IN  THE  CONVENT. 

Betty  came  in  from  school,  her  small  person 
evidently  bursting  with  news  of  great  import- 
ance. Hardly  waiting  to  take  off  coat  and  hat, 
she  called :  "Billy,  Billy !  Come  quick.  I've 
something  to  tell  you." 

Such  a  summons  was  not  to  be  ignored.  Billy 
came  bounding  down  the  stairs,  two  at  a  time. 
"What  is  it?  Convent  burned  down  or  i^ister 
Angela  sick?" 

"Don't  be  silly!  It's  nothing  like  that.  But 
what  do  you  think  they  found  in  the  Convent 
last  night?" 

"Search  me!"  replied  Billy.  "You  don't 
seem  to  think  much  of  my  guessing,  anyway,  so 
why  waste  time?" 

"Well."  said  Betty,  who  by  this  time  had 
reached  the  end  of  her  capacitv  for  holding  news, 
"they  found  a  MOUSE!" 

"A  mouse !"  ejaculated  Billy,  scornfully. 
"What's  in  a  mouse  to  get  so  excited  over?  You 
don't  mean  to  tell  me  the  nuns  are  afraid  of  a 
mouse !" 

"Of  course  not."  defended  Betty  loyally,  "but 
you  see  this  mouse  was  in  the  sacristy  and  most 
likely  he  and  his  brothers  and  sisters  will  be 
eating  holes  in  all  the  altar  linens." 

"Oh,  that  would  be  too  bad."  agreed  Billy, 
"but  I  don't  suppose  there's  anything  we  can 
do  about  it." 

"Yes.  there  is."  said  Betty.  "Sister  said  she 
wished  they  could  borrow  a  cat  for  a  few  weeks 
and  I  told  her  if  Mother  was  willing  we  would 
lend  them  Kitty  Puss." 

"Kitty  Puss!"  gasped  Billy  in  amazement. 
"Why  he  Avouldn't  be  satisfied  in  a  place  like 
that.  I  just  know  he'd  be  frightened  to  death 
by  all  those  nuns.  He  likes  to  play  Avith  chil- 
dren and  there  won't  be  anyone  to  play  with 
him  there.    T  daresay  he'll  die  of  loneliness." 

"It  won't  be  long,  Billy.  And  surely  you 
Avouldn't  Avant  all  the  beautiful  altar  linens  eaten 
by  mice." 

"No-o-o!  But  I  Avouldn't  Avant  Kitty  to  be 
miserable  either." 

"Sister  said  I  covdd  see  him  every  day  and  if 
you  Avant  to  stop  at  the  ConAent  on  your  Avay 
from  school,  you  can  see  him  too;  so  he  oughtn't 
to  be  very  lonesome." 

Just  then  mother  came  into  the  room  and  the 
question  Avas  referred  to  her.  "I  think,"  she 
said,  "it  Avould  be  a  very  nice  thing  to  lend 
Kitty  Puss  to  the  Sisters  for  a  few  Aveeks.  It 
must  be  terrible  to  have  mice  in  the  Convent. 
You  take  him  with  you  to-morroAv,  Betty.  It 


won't  do  Kitty  Puss  any  harm  to  earn  his  living 
for  a  Avhile,"  she  added  Avith  a  chuckle. 

The  next  day  Kitty  Puss  Avas  greatly  surprised 
to  be  taken  into  Betty's  arms  Avhen  she  Avas  leaA'- 
ing  for  school :  "You're  going  visiting.  Kitty." 
Betty  Avhispered  into  his  ear,  "and  I  hope  you'll 
be  a  credit  to  the  family." 

Kitty  Puss  pricked  up  his  ears.  This  sounded 
like  a  real  adventure  and  he  Avas  thrilled  at  the 
prospect,  especially  as  Betty  seemed  to  be  going 
along.  After  walking  for  Avhat  seemed  a  long 
time  Betty  stopped  at  a  huge  red  brick  building 
and  rang  the  bell. 

The  door  opened  and  Kitty's  eyes  opened  Avide 
Avith  astonishment  as  they  rested  on  the  queerest 
kind  of  human  being  he  had  ever  seen. 

"I  brought  Kitty  Puss.  Sister."  Betty  seemed 
quite  at  home  Avith  the  peculiarly  dressed  person. 
"I'm  sure  he'll  soon  catch  all  yoiu'  mice." 

"Mice!"  Kitty  pricked  up  his  ears.  Of  course 
he  coiald  catch  mice.  Hadn't  his  mother  trained 
him  Avell  in  the  very  best  and  latest  methods  of 
mice-catching?  But  surely  Betty  Avasn't  going 
to  leave  him  in  this  strange  place. 

"Isn't  he  a  beauty?"  said  Sister,  putting  out 
a  hand  to  stroke  his  sleek  head.  "Hello,  Kitty 
Puss!"  But  Kitty  looked  at  her  coldly  and  clung 
fiercely  to  Betty.  Just  then  Iavo  more  persons, 
looking  exactly  like  the  first,  came  along.  "Look, 
Sisters."  said  the  one  who  had  opened  the  door, 
"Betty  has  brought  the  cat." 

"So  they're  all  Sisters,"  thought  Kitty,  "but 
Avhy  do  they  all  dress  alike?  It  must  be  dread- 
fully hard  to  knoAv  Avhich  is  Avhich." 

The  tAvo  ncAveomers  also  patted  his  head  and 
Betty  tried  to  disengage  his  clinging  claAvs  from 
her  dress.  "Let  go,  Kitty,  and  go  Avith  Sister. 
She  has  a  nice  boAvl  of  milk  for  you." 

Much  against  his  Avill  and  in  spite  of  fierce 
struggling,  Kitty  Avas  soon  held  close  in  Sister's 
arms  "Noav  Kitty,  be  good."  admonished  Betty, 
giving  him  a  fareAvell  pat.  "I'll  be  coming  to  see 
you  on  Monday."  And  Avith  a  Avord  of  fareAvell 
to  the  Sisters,  she  was  gone. 

Kitty  Avas  dumbfounded.  He  couldn't  believe 
that  he  Avas  really  being  left  alone  among  all 
these  queerly-dressed  people.  True,  they  seemed 
kind  enough,  but  how  could  he  ever  live  Avithout 
Billy  and  Betty? 

Feeling  mad  and  miserable,  he  Avas  taken 
doAvn  the  stairs  to  a  large  basement.  There  in 
a  corner  Avas  the  nice  boAvl  of  fresh  milk  Betty 
had  mentioned,  but  as  soon  as  Sister  relaxed  her 
hold,  Kitty  jumped  to  the  ground  and  made  a 
flying  leap  to  the  top  of  the  rafters,  where  he 
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felt,  sure  no  human  being  could  reach  him,  es- 
pecially one  dressed  like  this  Sister. 

"Now,  now.  Kitty,  don't  be  frightened.  No- 
body's going  to  hurt  you.  Oome  down  and  get 
your  milk."  Sister's  voice  was  coaxing,  but  Kitty 
was  not  to  be  persuaded.  He  knew  a  safe  place 
when  he  saw  it.  Seeing  that  her  words  availed 
nothing.  Sister  went  away.  Kitty  was  beginning 
to  feel  hiangry  in  spite  of  his  lonesomeness  and 
the  bowl  of  milk  looked  A'ery  enticing.  After 
all.  there  was  no  sense  in  going  on  a  hunger 
strike.  There  was  no  knowing  what  strange  ad- 
ventures might  be  awaiting  him  and  there  Avas 
no  use  in  risking  anv  weakening  of  his  strength. 
So  reasoning,  he  had  .just  put  his  forepaws  on  the 
post  leading  down  from  his  perch,  when  he  heard 
footsteps. 

Quickly  returning  to  his  original  position,  he 
watched  the  basement  door  with  half-closed  eyes. 
In  a  moment  Sister  entered,  with  two  others^ — 
one  very  tall  and  thin,  the  other  short  and  stout 
— but  all  dressed  exactly  alike. 

The  three  Sisters  all  ti'ied  their  hardest  to 
persuade  him  to  come  down  from  the  rafters. 
The  tall  Sister  even  held  up  the  bowl  of  milk  to 
coax  him.  "As  if  I  couldn't  see  it  for  myself," 
thought  Kitty.  "If  they  Avould  only  go  away 
and  leave  me  T  could  have  a  nice  supper." 

But  the  Sisters  seemed  determined  to  get  him 
down  from  the  heights.  "His  beautiful  black 
coat  will  be  ruined  with  coal  dust,"  said  the 
Sister  who  had  taken  him  from  Betty.  This 
didn't  disturb  Kitty  very  much,  although  he  had 
his  full  share  of  kittenly  vanity,  for  he  knew 
he  could  easily  wash  himself  clean.  And  he 
wouldn't  need  any  soap,  either. 

"Just  a  minute."  said  the  short  Sister.  "I'll 
get  on  a  chair  and  see  if  I  can  reach  him.  Stand- 
ing on  the  chair,  she  could  barely  touch  his  head 
and  she  stroked  him  gently,  repeating,  "Nice 
Kitty!    Nice  Kitty  Puss!" 

Kitty  didn't  object  to  this  very  much.  In  fact, 
he  rather  enjoyed  being  the  centre  of  so  much 
attent'on.  But  when  Sister  tried  to  pull  him 
forward,  he  decided  it  was  time  to  protest. 
Arching  his  back  and  extending  his  claws,  he 
gave  his  best  exhibition  of  spitting. 

Sister  drew  back  in  distress.  "Oh.  dear." 
she  exclaimed,  "He's  really  angry.  T  suppose 
we'd  better  leave  him  until  he's  in  better  hu- 
mour." 

The  others  agreed  and  they  all  went  upstairs, 
closing  the  basement  door  behind  them.  This 
was  just  what  Kitty  wanted.  No  sooner  were 
they  out  of  sight  and  hearing,  than  he  leaped 
to  the  ground  and  lapped  up  the  bowl  of  milk 
with  great  satisfaction.  His  hunger  appeased, 
he  did  a  little  exploring,  b\it  there  wasn't  much 
to  see  except  a  coal  bin,  some  old  boxes,  a  table 
and  some  wash  tubs.    "It's  a  very  dull  place." 


he  decided,  "the  only  thing  one  can  do  is  to 
sleep." 

Returning  to  the  rafters  as  a  matter  of  pre- 
caution, he  curled  into  his  most  comfortable 
position  and  was  soon  in  dreamland.  Hours  later 
he  was  awakened  suddenly  by  sounds  of  revelry. 
Peering  downwards,  he  beheld  a  strange  and 
thrilling  sight.  There  in  the  middle  of  the  base- 
ment floor  were  about  twenty  mice  having  what 
seemed  to  be  a  banquet.  A  big,  rather  handsome- 
looking  mouse,  who  appeared  to  be  in  charge  of 
the  affair,  was  speaking, 

"Will  each  one  please  place  his  contribution 
on  this  white  cloth  and  tell  us  whence  it  camef' 
I^p  came  a  grizzled  old  mouse  with  grey  whiskers, 
carrying  in  his  paws  a  hunk  of  bread  which  he 
deposited  on  the  cloth.  "I  got  this  from  the 
bread-box  in  the  kitchen" 

Another  stepped  forward  and  put  down  tAvo 
or  three  bits  of  grey  cloth.  "I  gnaAved  these  from 
some  aprons  in  the  pantry.  They  may  not  be 
much  good  in  themselves,  but  they  have  a  fine 
flavour  of  meat  and  gravy." 

"And  I,"  said  another,  laying  doAvn  a  fcAv 
pieces  of  Avhite  damask."  secured  these  from  the 
same  place.  They  are  just  saturated  Avith  the 
smell  of  butter  and  pie." 

"See  Avhat  I  brought  from  the  storeroom," 
piped  up  a  young  mouse,  producing  a  large  cab- 
bage leaf.  "1  almost  had  another  leaf,  but  the 
Sister  Avho  Avorks  in  the  kitchen  disturbed  me. 
I  gave  her  a  good  fright,"  he  added  Avith  a 
chuckle.  "a.s  I  ran  out  of  the  vegetable  bin." 

"But  look  Avhat  I  have,"  cried  one  Avith  a 
keen-looking  face  and  sharp  eyes.  "I  actually 
got  into  the  chapel  and  gnaAved  this  Avax-flavour- 
ed  bit  from  the  end  of  the  altar  cloth.  It's  a 
choice  bit,  I  assure  you." 

Kitty  Avas  taking  all  this  in  Avith  both  ears 
erect,  and  he  Avas  groAving  angrier  and  angrier 
every  minute.  Hoav  dared  those  dreadful  crea- 
tures eat  the  food  and  clothing  of  the  good  Sis- 
ters! Well,  their  precious  banquet  Avouldn't  last 
long  and  he'd  give  them  a  lesson  they  Avouldn't 
soon  forget.  Stealthily  creeping  doAvn  the  post, 
Kitty  planned  his  attack.  With  luck,  he  might 
be  able  to  catch  tAvo  and  scare  the  others  back 
to  their  holes. 

Having  reached  a  point  of  vantage,  Kitty  made 
the  most  approved  spring  taught  in  "I'p-toDate 
Methods  of  ]\Iice  Catching,"  by  Profes.sor  Mice- 
terror  of  Catville  University,  It  Avas  highly  ef- 
fective and  Kitty  caught  a  nu)use  Avith  each 
paAV,  Avhile  the  others  scamjiered  in  every  direc- 
tion— filled  Avith  fear  and  consternation. 

So,  instead  of  the  mice,  it  Avas  Kitty  AA'ho  had 
a  banquet.  After  he  had  eaten  his  captives, 
Avith  the  exception  of  the  tails,  he  climbed  back 
to  his  perch  and  Avas  soon  asleep,  Avell  pleased 
Avith  his  night's  Avork,  {To  be  coutinufd) 


THE  WORST  WHEEL  OP  THE  CART  MAKES  THE  MOST  NOISE. 
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AN  IMPORTANT  MILESTONE 


Second  General  Chapter  of  the  Sisters  of  Service 
ELECTION  of  SISTER  GENERAL  and  COUNCILLORS 


THE  advent  of  Jiil.y  brought  to  our  Mother 
House  an  atmosphere  of  joyous  excitement, 
for  on  the  first  day  of  that  month  delegates 
from  East  and  West  arrived  to  take  part  in  our 
second  General  Chapter.  The  house  rang  with 
happy  laughter  and  heartfelt  greetings  as  old 
acquaintance  was  renewed  and  so  many  interest- 
ing experiences  exchanged  between  Sisters  en- 
gaged in  all  the  various  S.O.S.  missionary  activi- 
ties from  Halifax  to  Vancov^ver. 

The  date  for  the  elections  having  been  set  for 
July  5th  (this  year  the  Feast  of  the  Visitation 
of  the  Blessed  Virgin),  July  2nd,  3rd  and  4th  were 
designated  as  days  of  special  prayer  for  the 
guidance  of  the  Holy  Spirit.  On  Sunday.  July 
4th,  there  was  Exposition  of  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment all  day  in  our  Convent  chapel,  to  obtain 
the  blessing  of  our  Eucharistic  Lord  on  the  elec- 
tions and  deliberations  of  the  Chapter. 

On  July  5th  the  delegates  assembled  in  Chap- 
ter elected  a  Superior  General  and  four  Coun- 
cillors to  guide  the  destinies  of  the  Institute  for 
the  next  six  years.  Sister  Margaret  Guest,  oui- 
beloved  Sister  General  of  the  past  six  years, 
was  re-elected  for  a  second  term  of  ofifice;  Sister 
Mary  Quinn  Avas  elected  First  Councillor;  Sister 
Carolyn  Albiiry,  Second  Councillor;  Sister  Flor- 
ence Regan,  Third  Councillor,  and  Sister  Frances 
Church,  Fourth  Councillor. 

After  the  elections  the  Chapter  Sisters  spent 
several  daJ^s  in  discussing  various  matters  con- 
cerning the  Institute.  Then  their  important  work 
accomplished,  all  the  delegates  went  on  Retreat 
on  the  evening  of  July  15th.  This  Retreat  lasted 
five  days  and  was  preached  especially  for  the 
members  of  the  Chapter  by  the  Reverend  L. 
Nelligan,  S.J.  Guided  by  this  experienced  master 
of  the  spiritual  life,  the  Sisters  were  led  each 


day  closer  to  the  Heart  of  Christ  and  each  confer- 
ence opened  up  new  vistas  of  the  beauty  of  that 
lioliness  to  be  attained  by  those  who  are  gener- 
ous enough  to  give  themselves  up  completely  to 
the  Will  of  God  for  the  Love  of  God. 

The  Retreat  ended,  there  Avere  a  few  more 
days  of  happy  companionship  and  then — back 
to  the  Missions!  One  by  one,  and  in  some  cases 
two  by  two,  they  returned  to  the  particular  por- 
tion of  the  Vineyard  assigned  to  them  by  the 
jMaster  through  holy  obedience.  And  we  know 
they  took  with  them  as  a  result  of  their  days  at 
"Home"  an  increased  sense  of  love  and  loyalty 
to  the  Institute,  a  better  understanding  and  a 
keener  interest  in  the  many  branches  of  our 
missionary  work,  and  a  deeper  vision  of  that 
inner  life  of  union  with  God  without  which  all 
natural  activity  Avill  soon,  become  as  "tinkling 
brass  and  sounding  cymbals." 

To  our  re-elected  Sister  General  and  to  her 
Councillors  we  offer  sincere  congratulations,  ask- 
ing the  Holy  Spirit  to  guide  them  and  bless  them 
in  the  exercise  of  the  important  duties  to  which 
they  have  been  elected  by  the  Voice  of  the  Insti- 
tute, speakiiig  through  its  Chapter  delegates. 

With  heartfelt  joy  Ave  add  our  felicitations 
to  the  numerous  telegrams,  letters  and  mes- 
sages that  Avinged  their  Avay  to  the  ^Mother 
House  from  S.O.S.  missions  throughout  Canada 
Avhen  the  tidings  of  the  re-election  of  Sister 
^largaret  Guest  as  Sister  General  Avas  announced 
on  July  5th.  We  congratulate  our  ncAV-old  Sister 
General  on  this  proof  of  confidence  in  her  ability 
to  govern  the  Institute  and  appreciation  of  her 
unselfish  devotion  to  the  interests  of  the  Commun- 
ity and  all  its  members.  We  ask  God's  blessing 
on  her  for  the  next  six  years  and  His  siifficient 
grace  to  carry  courageously  the  burden  of  so 
great  a  responsibility. 


HE  WHO  RIDES  A  TIGER  CAX  NEVER  DISMOUNT. 
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THE  MISSIONARY  OUTLOOK 


THE  outlook  of  many  Catholics  on  the  world- 
wide mission  field  of  the  Church  is  largely 
that  given  to  them  by  emotional  appeals. 
The  illustrations  of  our  missionary  magazines  give 
us  a  vivid  picture  of  living  conditions  in  China, 
India,  Africa  and  in  the  South  Seas.  Comparing 
our  standard  of  living  with  what  we  witness  in 
those  far-off  countries,  we  feel  our  hearts  are 
stirred  to  pity.  This  feeling  of  compassion  is  a 
noble  trait  of  human  nature.  To  help  those  in 
need  is  an  impulse  which  we  willingly  accept  and 
act  on. 

Undoubtedly  what  comes  to  the  mission  field 
as  an  answer  to  these  emotional  appeals  is  all 
to  the  good.  But  the  help  given  should  be 
prompted  by  higher  motives.  A  true  missionary 
outlook  is  what  is  needed  most  for  the  propaga- 
tion and  preservation  of  our  Holy  Faith. 

Emotions,  as  we  all  know,  depend  on  the 
mood  in  Avhich  we  find  ourselves.  They  are 
therefore  spasmodic  and  transitory.  They  play 
upon  our  life  like  shadows  of  drifting  clouds  in 
a  lake.  The  generosity  and  broadmindedness  of 
yesterday  give  place  to  the  narrowness  and 
meanness  of  to-day.  This  explains  the  contra- 
dictions that  mark  our  everyday  life. 

To  build  on  emotions,  no  matter  how  lofty  they 
may  be,  is  to  build  on  sand.  A  building  or 
a  movement,  to  last,  must  be  anchored  on 
the  bedrock  of  the  mind.  Ideas  are  the 
true  guides  and  governors  of  our  life,  particu- 
larly when  with  the  passage  of  time  and  the 
contact  of  experience  they  have  been  crystal- 
lized into  convictions.  Emotions  come  and  go; 
truth  goes  on  forever. 

The  true  outlook  on  the  missionary  activities 
of  the  Church  is  founded  on  the  cardinal  truth 
of  the  mystical  Body  of  Christ,  so  clearly  explain- 
ed by  St.  Paul :   "The  Church  is  indeed  His  body, 


the  fulness  of  Him  Who  is  wholly  fulfilled  in 
all."  Eph.  1,  23.  When  once  convinced  that  the 
Church  is  Christ  Himself  continued  through  time 
and  space,  the  soul  is  necessarily  a  missioner, 
no  matter  what  its  calling  in  life  may  be.  Look- 
ing over  the  vast  expanse  of  the  mission  field, 
we  should  be  able  to  say  in  all  truth  with  St. 
Paul:  "Who  is  weak,  and  I  am  not  weak?  Who 
is  made  to  stumble,  and  I  am  not  inflamed?" 
II.  Cor.  xi,  29. 

The  Church  of  Christ  is  what  matters  in  this 
world.  In  the  final  analysis  it  is  the  only  thing 
that  matters,  because  she  holds  in  her  hands  our 
eternal  destinies.  Were  the  history  of  humanity 
moving  through  time  to  its  eternal  destiny  ever 
present  to  our  mind,  how  active  we  would  be  in 
promoting  her  interests,  in  helping  her  mission- 
aries who  are  in  reality  the  vanguard  of  Christ's 
army !  By  their  self-sacrificing  lives  they  act  as 
the  sentries  keeping  watch  over  the  City  of  God 
on  earth.  They  stand  in  the  front  line  pushing 
back  through  peaceful  conquests  the  frontiers  of 
His  Kingdom. 

To  contemplate  the  mission  field  in  that  light 
is  to  see  it  in  its  right  perspective.  When  that 
vision  has  captivated  a  soul,  that  soul  realizes^ 
fulh'  the  meaning  of  the  Saviour's  prayer — 
"THY  KINGDOM  COME!" 


SOME  MEN  ARE  AVISE,  SOIME  OTHERWISE. 
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WELFARE  WORK  IN  SASKATOON 


IN  October,  1942,  at  the  request  of  Bishop 
Murray,  a  Sister  of  Seri'ice  was  appointed 
to  do  welfare  work  in  the  diocese  of  Saska- 
toon. Believing  that  our  readers  would  be  in- 
terested in  knowing  something  of  this  neAV  ven- 
ture, we  sent  an  urgent  appeal  to  Sister  W.  for 
an  account  of  what  she  is  doing  and  how  she  is 
doing  it.  The  result  was  the  following  letter: 
"Dear  Sister  Editor: 

"'Since  coming  here  I  have  received  many 
letters  from  our  Sisters  on  the  various  missions, 
asking  for  a  description  of  the  new  work  of 
the  S.O.S.  in  Saskatoon.  As  you  are  probably  all 
aware,  I  was  sent  here  to  fill  in  a  gap.  (In 
choosing  me  our  Superiors  must  have  been  think- 
ing of  the  width  of  the  gap  rather  than  the  capa- 
bilities of  the  worker).  Since  a  Catholic  worker 
was  not  obtainable  to  replace  the  one  who  had 
just  left,  we  were  asked  if  a  Sister  could  be  sup- 
plied. 

"I  am  comfortably  housed  at  Rosary  Hall, 
conducted  hy  the  Sisters  of  Sion.  The  Sisters 
are  kindness  itself,  and  although  it  is  not  ex- 
actly like  being  with  our  own.  I  am  thoroughly 
happy.  The  ofiCice  is  about  four  blocks  from  the 
Hall.  In  a  work  such  as  this  the  greater  part 
consists  in  visiting  homes.  Therefore,  I  usually 
spend  only  about  three  hours  daily  in  the  office. 
By  this  I  do  not  wish  to  insinuate  that  the  office 
work  is  unimportant.  One  coiald  be  kept  very 
busy  all  day  with  interviews,  phone  calls,  keep- 
ing records  up  to  date,  attending  to  correspon- 
dence, etc. 

"The  funds  for  the  work  are  supplied  through 
the  Community  Chest.  A  certain  amount  is  al- 
lotted yearly  for  welfare  work  among  the  Catho- 
lics of  the  city.  While  I  have  done  most  of  the 
field  work,  there  is  a  Board  of  Directors  com- 


posed of  some  of  the  iirominent  Catholic  business 
men  and  women.  These  Board  members  are  ever 
willing  to  lend  a  helping  hand  whenever  neces- 
sary. Meetings  are  held  every  two  months,  at 
which  reports  are  read,  problems  discussed,  etc. 

"I  mentioned  before  that  three  houi-s  of  the 
day  are  spent  in  the  office.  The  balance  of  the 
time  is  spent  in  visiting  those  who  have  sought 
some  a.ssistance  or  who  have  been  referred  to  us 
through  other  agencies.  I  believe  by  now  that 
the  S.O.S.  are  known  to  every  street-car  conduc- 
tor and  bus  driver  in  this  toAvn.  Our  habit  has 
aioused  much  curiosity  and  prompted  many  ques- 
tions. Only  a  few  days  ago  I  was  stopped  by  a 
non-Catholic  clergyman,  who  inquired  as  to  what 
I  represented.  I  enlightened  him  to  the  best  of 
my  ability  by  answering  the  questions  he  put 
to  me.  He  finally  expressed  liis  great  surprise 
that  it  was  possible  for  Catholic  Sisters  to  dress 
as  we  do. 

"I  need  not  go  into  detail  to  describe  to  you 
the  work  that  is  expected  of  a  Catholic  "Welfare 
worker.  Suffice  it  to  say  that  it  is  an  attempt 
to  effect  better  adjustments  between  the  indivi- 
dual and  his  environment.  This  is  accomplished 
only  by  degrees  and  usually  over  long  periods 
of  time.  It  is  also  necessary  to  avail  oneself  of 
as  many  approaches  as  may  be  necessary  to  dis- 
cover a  joint  program  which  will  achieve  the 
desired  social  result.  This  is  effected  through 
other  agencies,  societies,  the  clergy,  the  teachers, 
the  school  nurse  or  through  the  client's  own  so- 
cial group.  The  co-operation  which  I  have  re- 
ceived from  the  above-mentioned  groups  has  been 
most  encouraging. 

"May  I  diverge  a  little  and  insert  here  a  quo- 
tation which  I  recently  read  and  which  I  thought 
most  appropriate  not  only  in  reference  to  social 
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workers,  but  also  to  our  S.O.S,  It  fits  in  very 
nicely  with  our  motto :    'I  Have  Come  to  Serve.' 

"  'Too  frequently  the  meaning  of  charity  lias 
been  narrowed  to  that  of  material  relief,  and  its 
other  aspect,  service,  has  ait  times  been  scoffed  at 
and  ridiculed:  service,  that  term  which  Christ,  the 
model  social  worker  of  all  time,  glorified  by  His 
countless  miracles.  Nowhere  in  the  Gospels  do  we 
read  of  Our  Lord's  giving  alms.  It  may  be  assumed 
that  He  did,  but  the  part  of  His  minisiLry  that  is 
stressed  is  service.  He  gave  sight  to  the  blind;  He 
made  the  deaf  hear,  the  lame  to  walk;  He  healed  the 
leper;  brought  comfort  to  the  afflicted;  guided  and 
instructed  the  erring  and  forgave  them  their  sins. 
In  the  parable  of  the  Good  Samaritan,  Christ  gave 
us  the  first  lesson  in  case  woik.  To  the  wayfarer 
who  had  been  set  upon  by  robbers  and  wounded,  the 
Good  Samaritan  gave  emergency  relief;  planned  for 
his  care  at  the  inn,  and  later  returned  to  supervise 
the  treatment.  And  so  to-day  service  plays  an  im- 
portant part  in  the  work  of  Catholic  Welfare,' 

"Do  you  not  think  that  is  a  beautiful  thought 
for  us  all"?  (Any  Sisters  who  really  know  me 
will  think  I  am  growing  very  serious-minded. 
It  must  be  the  result  of  living  alone). 

■'Are  you  becoming  bored?  I  hope  not,  be- 
cause most  of  you  know  what  a  poor  correspon- 
dent I  am  and  therefore  when  I  do  make  an  ef- 
fort such  as  this  T  trust  you  will  hear  me  through. 
At  present  there  is  not  the  actual  poverty  which 
existed  during  the  years  of  depression,  but  there 
are  still  some  who  at  times  lack  the  necessities, 
very  often  due  to  no  fault  of  their  own.  For 
instance,  there  is  the  case  of  a  mother  and  four 
children  who  are  living  in  one  room.  The  father, 
a  ne'er-do-well,  deserted  them  a  year  ago  and 
they  are  unable  to  obtain  relief.  The  mother  does 
day  work,  the  two  boys,  ages  fifteen  and  twelve 
years,  have  paper  routes  and  a  girl  of  fourteen 
minds  children  in  the  evenings.  Between  them 
they  bring  in  about  $4-0.00  a  month.  Can  you 
imagine  a  mother  and  four  growing  scliool  chil- 
dren living  on  that  income!  When  we  first 
met  them  they  had  only  one  bed.  The  boys  slept 
on  a  thin  mattress  which  was  placed  on  the 
floor  at  night.  We  were  able  to  supply  them 
with  a  couch  which  can  be  converted  into  a  dou- 
ble bed.  The  youngest  girl  is  eight  years  old 
and  is  rather  frail.  We  secured  some  cod  liver 
oil  which  she  took  during  the  winter  months. 
The  following  is  a  composition  which  she  wrote 
in  school  and  which  was  passed  on  to  me  by  her 
teacher : 

"  'I  know  a  Sisiter.     Her  name  is  Sister  

She  bote  a  couch  for  us.  And  she  bote  me  some 
coveroile  (cod  liver  oil).  I  like  her  very  much.  She 
is  a  very  good  Sister.    I  praye  for  her  to.' 

"Then  there  are  the  families  where  the  father 
is  away  from  home  in  the  armed  forces  and  the 
mother  is  obliged  to  take  the  responsibility  of 
both  parents.  In  some  instances  this  does  not 
work  so  well.  In  one  case  the  mother,  not  being 
accustomed  to  handling  the  money  and  looking 


after  the  household  expenses,  finds  it  difficult  to 
budget  the  allowance  so  as  to  get  the  best  out 
of  it.  In  another  case  the  children  become  unruly 
and  the  mother  is  unable  to  manage  them.  In 
circumstances  such  as  these  our  assistance  and  ad- 
vice are  sought. 

"We  also  meet  with  fallen-away  Catholics, 
invalid  marriages,  unbaptized  children.  Catholic 
children  attending  public  schools,  sickness  and 
death.  1  have  had  a  number  of  very  sad  cases. 
In  one  instance,  the  mother  and  father  died 
within  a  couple  of  days  of  each  other,  and 
were  buried  together.  They  left  a  large  family, 
the  youngest  being  only  six  years  old.  Some 
of  the  older  ones  are  married,  but  at  a  distance 
from  the  city.  However,  they  are  a  family  who 
have  kept  together  and  all  have  an  interest  in  the 
home.  It  is  surprising  how  well  they  are  manag- 
ing. Another,  a  young  mother,  died  very  sudden- 
ly, leaving  five  children  between  the  ages  of  ten 
and  three  years.  The  father  is  overseas.  We 
were  fortunate  in  being  able  to  place  the  chil- 
dren in  a  Catholic  Home. 

"I  do  not  wish  to  leave  you  with  the  idea 
that  it  is  only  the  sorrows  in  which  I  share.  I 
have  had  many  joys  also,  among  which  was  the 
privilege  of  instructing  a  young  girl  patient  at 
the  San.  She  made  her  First  Holy  Communion 
at  Easter.  I  have  also  had  the  happiness  of 
seeing  a  young  Catholic  couple  have  their  mar- 
riage validated  in  the  eyes  of  the  Church  and 
their  two-year-old  baby  baptized.  So  you  see 
the  sun  shines  between  the  clouds  and  the  occa- 
sional consolation  renews  our  spirit  and  spurs 
us  on  to  do  more  for  God. 

"And  now,  just  before  closing,  may  I  relate 
a  little  incident  which  amused  me?  You  have 
doubtless  all  read  'The  Lad  of  Lima,'  Well,  I 
loaned  it  to  a  family  in  which  the  mother  encour- 
ages good  reading.  She  and  her  twelve-year-old 
daughter  take  turn  about  in  reading  alotid  to 
the  others.  They  enjoyed  this  book  so  much 
that  they  read  it  three  or  four  times.  Shortly 
afterwards  they  were  given  a  young  dog.  One 
day  the  youngest  girl  (five  years  old)  had  the 
pup  lying  on  the  couch.  When  the  mother  saw 
it  she  chided  her  and  told  her  that  the  couch 
was  no  place  for  the  dog.  'But,'  replied  Marie 
very  seriously,  'Blessed  Martin  allowed  the  dogs 
to  sleep  on  his  bed!'  The  poor  mother  had  no 
comeback  for  that,  so  Marie  won  the  day. 

"Hoping  this  will  satisfy  your  desire  to  know 
something  of  the  work  I  am  doing,  and  asking 
your  prayers,  I  am, 

"SISTER  W.  OF  SASKATOON." 
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A  LEAD  PENCIL  TELLS  ITS  STORY 


I BEGAN  life  in  a  huge  pencil  factory.  Short- 
ly after,  I  found  myself  bound  tightly  by  a 
paper  band  to  eleven  brothers  and  sisters 
and  packed  into  a  wooden  box  with  similar 
bundles.  For  many  dreary,  uneventful  weeks 
we  lay  in  that  dismal  box,  and  life  seemed 
scarcely  worth  living. 

Then  one  day  the  lid  of  our  prison  was  open- 
ed. I  heard  a  sweet  voice  saying:  "I  will  take 
a  box  of  2HB's."  Immediately  we  felt  ourselves 
being  moved  swiftly  through  the  air,  and  right 
down  my  leaden  spine  went  tlie  thrilling  con- 
viction:   "Life  is  now  about  to  begin." 

It  must  have  been  an  hour  or  two  later  that 
our  box  was  opened  again  and  this  time  we 
found  ourselves  in  a  bright,  sunshiny  office.  The 
sweet  voice  was  speaking  again:  "Sister,  I 
bought  a  whole  box  of  pencils  this  morning.  I 
think  you  were  asking  for  one  yesterday." 

"I'm  so  glad,"  answered  another  voice,  also 
very  pleasant.    "I  suppose  I  may  take  one." 

Sister  came  over  to  our  box  and  oh  joy !  she 
lifted  the  bundle  in  which  I  had  been  packed. 
How  I  hoped  she  would  choose  me,  for  you 
must  know  that  a  lead  pencil's  highest  ambition 
is  SERVICE.  But  the  long,  slender  fingers 
fastened  on  the  pencil  beside  me.  As  she  began 
to  draw  it  slowly  from  our  midst  I  became  so 
excited  and  trembled  so  violently  with  disap- 
pointment that  I  rolled  out  of  the  band  and  lay 
palpitating  on  the  desk  before  she  had  succeeded 
in  drawing  my  brother  from  the  bundle. 

"Oh!"  exclaimed  Sister,  with  a  sweet  smile. 
"I'll  take  this  one,  as  it  has  fallen  out  so 
obligingly." 

Those  Avords  made  me  her  abject  slave.  She 
put  the  others  back  in  the  box  and  lifted  me 
from  the  desk. 

"Now  we'll  put  a  nice  sharp  point  on  you 
and  start  work,"  she  said.  I  shivered  a  little 
appi-eheAsively  at  this,  for  you  must  realize  it 


Teaching  Religion  in  Ruml  Saskatchewan. 


is  not  very  pleasant  to  be  cut  and  sharpened. 
However,  we  pencils  know  that  this  painful  pro- 
cess is  necessary  if  we  are  to  be  of  use,  so  I 
made  up  my  mind  to  be  as  brave  as  possible. 

The  ordeal  was  not  nearly  as  bad  as  I  ex- 
pected, for  Sister  held  me  so  gently  and  manipu- 
lated the  sharpener  with  such  skill  that  before 
I  knew  it  I  had  acquired  a  long,  slender  point 
— all  ready  to  write — which,  as  you  must  know, 
is  the  proper  ambition  of  any  well-made  lead 
pencil.  1 

Soon  Sister  was  seated  at  her  desk — a  clean 
sheet  of  paper  before  her.  She  held  me  lightly 
in  her  hand,  but  seemed  in  no  hurry  to  start, 
although  I  was  trembling  with  eagerness  to  see 
what  sort  of  words  she  and  I  would  produce 
on  the  spotless  paper. 

"What  in  the  world  vshall  I  write  for  the 
'Pield-at-Home'  this  time?"  murmured  Sister,  a 
far-away  look  in  her  eyes.  A  few  more  mo- 
ments of  silence.  Then:  "Perhaps  our  readers 
would  be  interested  in  reading  of  our  mission 
work  in  tiie  rural  districts  of  Sa.skatchewan.  And 
I  could  make  some  sort  of  appeal  for  our  little 
chapels  in  ]\rarquis  and  Minton.  We'll  never  be 
able  to  provide  them  with  vestments  and  altar 
linens  witliout  help  from  the  East." 

I  felt  myself  grasped  firmly.  The  great  mo- 
ment had  come.  I  began  to  write.  For  about 
two  hours  we  worked  steadily — beautiful  black 
words,  covering  sheet  after  sheet  with  such  in- 
teresting descriptions  of  life  in  mission  centres 
of  Western  Canada.  At  last  I  was  really  living 
and  learning  so  much  about  this  great  world  of 
ours. 

Then — oh,  horrors !  I  felt  myself  growing 
blunt.  Every  now  and  then  my  wood  would 
scrape  the  paper  as  we  rushed  over  line  after 
line.  Suddenly  Sister  stopped.  She  sensed  I 
was  near  the  end  of  my  endurance.  Turning  me 
upward,  she  looked  carefully  at  my  almost  van- 
ishing point.  "You're  a  grand  little  pencil,"  she 
said,  a  note  of  admiration  in  her  voice  that 
made  me  blush  to  my  rubber  tip,  "but  you've 
worked  enough  for  one  session.  And  so  have 
I,"  she  concluded  with  a  laugh,  "we'll  both  rest 
for  a  while."  I  was  placed  gently  on  the  soft 
blotter  and  almost  immediately  fell  fast  asleep 
fi-om  utter  exhaustion. 

Next  morning  I  was  sharpened  again,  but  as 
all  lead  pencils  know,  it  is  only  the  first  sharpen- 
ing that  is  painful,  although  none  are  exactly 
pleasant.  Then,  too,  there  is  the  melancholy 
realization  that  every  sharpening  means  a  short- 
ening of  life.  But  a  short  and  useful  life  is 
surely  much  prefei'able  to  many  years  of  idle- 
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Tho  Nursery  in  An  S.O.S.  Rural  Hospitijl. 

ness,  gathering  dust  in  a  box,  with  no  opportunity 
for  learning  or  doing  anything. 

On  this,  our  second  day  of  work  togetlier, 
Sister  decided  to  write  about  the  S.O.S.  rural 
hospitals.  This  was  a  fascinating  subject,  for  I 
learned  of  the  many  poor  sick  people  who  are 
cared  for  in  these  little  hospitals  by  the  S.O.S. 
missionary  Sisters.  Best  of  all,  this  work  affords 
many  opportunities  for  helping  the  sick  to  think 
about  God  and  the  eternal  welfare  of  their  souls. 
Besides  the  regular  hospital  nu'-sing  the  Sisters 
visit  the  sick  in  their  homes.  They  also  conduct 
weekly  classes  in  religion  for  the  children  of  the 
district.  One  incident  was  so  amusing  that  I 
almost  shook  myself  out  of  Sister's  fingers  as 
she  was  writing  it.  It  seems  that  Sister  asked 
the  children  to  make  a  Spiritual  Bouquet  for  the 
Infant  Jesus  and  she  made  a  list  of  the  prayers 
and  good  works  of  which  it  was  to  be  composed. 
After  a  few  days  a  little  girl  said  to  her :  "Sister, 
I've  said  all  the  other  prayers,  but  I  can't  find 
any  'Acts  of  Kindness'  in  my  prayer  book." 

At  noon  I  was  again  pointless.  This  time  I 
did  not  get  the  afternoon  off.  After  two  hours' 
rest  I  was  submitted  to  the  sharpener,  but  I 
found  the  work  so  interesting  that  I  didn't  mind 
in  the  least  working  all  day. 

On  the  third  day  we  worked  harder  than  ever, 
putting  into  neat  black  words  the  story  of  the 
wonderful  way  the  Sisters  teach  little  ones  who 
live  in  isolated  districts  to  know  and  love  God. 
They,  send  lessons  to  these  children  by  mail.  It 
was  easy  for  me  to  understand  that  the  big,  big 
problem  the  Sisters,  have  to.  face  in  this  branch 
of  their  work  is  supplying  stamps  for  .  the  mail- 
ing of  these  lessons.  However,  I  was  delighted 
to  iearn  that  for  some  months  now  this  tremen- 
dous burden  has  been  considerably  lightened  by 
the  organizing  of  "S.O.S.  Stamp  Clubs"  in  sever- 
al Seminaries  in  Eastern  Canada.  The  members 
of  these  clubs  donate  stamps  regularly  and  each 
month  the  contributions  are  forwarded  to  S.O.S. 
Headquarters.     They  are  also  assisted  substan- 


tially by  donations  from  mission-minded  pupils 
of  Grade  and  High  Schools  in  some  of  the  Eastern 
Provinces. 

With  the  evening  of  this  day  came  the  con- 
viction that  my  life  was  fast  wearing  away.  I 
was  now  about  half  worn  out.  Another  three 
days  of  such  unremitting  labour  would  see  the 
end  of  my  life.  But  this  thought  did  not  trouble 
me,  for  from  the  first  day  of  my  existence  I  have 
believed  firmly  that  a  short,  useful  career  is 
much  better  than  many  years  spent  in  idle 
lounging  around  or  frittered  away  in  useless  oc- 
cupations. 

On  the  fourth  day  Sister  and  I  wrote  of  the 
S.O.S.  rural  schools  in  AVestern  Canada.  This 
was  fascinating  work,  for  Sister  narrated  many 
interesting  anecdotes  of  the  children  which  she 
had  heard  from  S.O.S.  teachers,  and  it  was  easy 
to  see  what  a  wonderful  influence  the  Sisters  have, 
not  only  on  the  little  ones  they  teach,  but  also 
on  the  parents  and  other  grown-ups  in  the  vicin- 
ity. At  the  end  of  this  day  I  was  so  worn  down 
that  Sister  said  to  me  at  evening:  "You're  a 
plucky  little  pencil,  but  you're  wearing  away 
quickly  from  so  much  writing.  I  must  see  what 
I  can  do  by  way  of  prolonging  your  life." 

These  words  brightened  my  spirits  consider- 
ably, for  although  I  have  no  fear  of  extinction, 
having  lived  my  short  life  honoiu'ably  and  well, 
yet  I  was  pleased  at  the  prospect  of  a  little 
longer  service  for  such  a  kind  mistress.  Besides, 
I  was  curious  to  know  as  much  as  possible  about 
the  different  works  of  these  S.O.S.  missionary 
Sisters.  So  I  was  delighted  when,  after  rummag- 
ing about  in  her  desk.  Sister  'brought  out  a  queer 
kind  of  contraption,  which  she  fastened  tightly  on 
the  end  of  my  rubber  tip. 

"Now  you  can  write  to  the  very  end,"  she 
said,  looking  me  over  with  satisfaction,  and  at 
this  proof  of  her  appreciation  I  almost  cracked 
my  wooden  sides  with  happy  pride. 

On  the  fourth  day  of  our  team  work  we  pro- 
duced an  interesting  description  of  the  vacation 
schools  conducted  by  the  Sisters  of  Service  every 


Desk  t  leaning  Day  in  Aji  ;S.0.!^.  Kurul  Sc  hool. 


LOOK  BACK  IF  IT  HELPS;  LOOK  FORWARD  BECAUSE  IT  HELPS. 


8 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


OCTOBER,  1943 


An  S.O.S.  With  Her  Vacation  Charges. 


summer.  Every  Sister  who  can  be  spared  is 
assigned  to  this  apostolic  work.  In  the  Western 
Provinces  of  British  Colnnibia,  Alberta,  Saskatche- 
wan and  Manitoba,  and  in  the  Eastern  Pro- 
vinces of  Ontario  and  Nova  Scotia  the  Sisters 
go  into  rural  districts  and  prepare  hundreds  of 
children  for  First  Communion  and  Confirmation. 
They  usually  stay  a  week  or  ten  days  in  each 
settlement  and  then  pass  on  to  another  centre. 
In  this  way  much  territorj^  is  covered  and  many 
children  contacted.  What  tremendous  opportuni- 
ties these  Sisters  have  for  implanting  in  the  hearts 
of  children  a  love  for  God  and  religion. 

On  the  morning  of  the  fifth  day  I  felt  my 
hours  were  numbered,  but  I  had  still  enough 
energy  to  help  Sister  write  an  account  of  an- 


other branch  of  S.O.S.  activity.  This  is  the  con- 
ducting of  hostels  or  "homes"  in  large  cities 
for  young  girls  who  have  no  home  of  their  own  in 
the  city.  To  these  girls  the  Sisters  give  mother- 
ly care  and  guidance,  providing  for  them  recre- 
ational and  educational  facilities,  but,  above  all, 
doing  everything  possible  to  promote  their  spir- 
itual welfare. 

And  now  I  have  come  to  the  sixth  day  of 
my  life's  Avork  and  I  am  very  near  to  my  last 
word.  This  morning  Sister  looked  at  me  and 
said:  "I  fear  you  are  nearing  the  end  of  your 
career,  little  pencil.  How  would  you  like  your 
final  efi^ort  to  be  expended  in  writing  a  history 
of  your  own  life?" 

This  suggestion  pleased  me  greatly  and  be- 
tween us  we  produced  this  story  for  the  "Field 
at  Home"  readers.  In  a  few  minutes  I  shall 
have  reached  the  end  of  my  usefulness  and  Sis- 
ter will  throw  my  half-inch  of  stub  into  the  fur- 
nace. I  have  had  a  short  life,  but  a  happy  one 
and  I  am  immensely  provid  that  my  destiny  was 
to  be  a  missionary  pencil,  for  through  me  many 
have  become  interested  in  the  home  missions.  I 
know,  of  course,  that  without  Sister  I  could 
have  accomplished  nothing,  but  it  was  with  my 
hnmble  assistance  she  was  able  to  put  her 
thoughts  into  words.  One  day  she  said  to  me: 
"We  missionary  Sisters  are  like  pencils  in  the 
Hands  of  God.  He  uses  us  to  do  His  work,  .iust 
as  I  use  you  to  do  mine.  I  hope  we  shall  all  be 
as  docile  to  His  guidance  as  you  have  been  to 
mine."  With  this  thought  I  leave  you,  hoping 
my  short  autobiogi'aphy  will  be  of  some  interest. 


PROFESSION  CEREMONY   AT   THE  NOVITIATE. 


This  year  our  mid-summer  Retreat  was  preach- 
ed in  the  Novitiate  chapel  by  Reverend  Father 
Galbraith,  C.Ss.R.  This  peaceful  period  of  medi- 
tation on  the  duties  and  privileges  of  religious 
life  ended  on  the  morning  of  August  15th.  On 
this  lovely  Feast  of  Our  Lady's  Assumption  the 
following  Sisters  made  their  first  vows :  Sister 
Waltrude  Donnelly,  Sister  Anastasia  Dziuba,  Sis- 
ter Evelyn  Tunney  and  Sister  Bridget  Knopic. 
Sister  Rita  MacLellan  made  perpetual  vows. 

Reverend  Father  Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  celebrated  the 
Feast  Day  Mass  and  received  the  vcws  of  the 
Sisters. 

At  the  close  of  the  ceremony  Father  Galbraith 
addi'essed  the  Sisters  and  gave  the  iiululgenced 
papal  blessing  to  all  who  had  made  the  Retreat. 
Father  Daly  also  congratulated  the  Sisters  who 
had  made  vows,  reminding  them  that  they  had 
given  their  lives  to  God  and  that  in  doing  this 
they  had  offered  the  very  best  they  had,  since 
life  is  man's  most  cherished  possession,  in  ex- 
change for  which  he  will  gladly  give  all  other 
earthly  goods  and  honors. 


AVe  were  honoured  on  this  occasion  by  having 
witii  us  His  Excellency  Bishop  Cody  of  Virtoria, 
who,  after  the  singing  of  the  Te  Deuni,  gave  his 
episcopal  blessing.  He,  too,  congratulated  the 
Sisters  who  had  just  nmde  profession  and  spoke 
with  appreciation  of  the  work  being  done  by  tlie 
Sisters  of  Service  in  Canada's  mission  field.  His 
Excellency  said  that  although  the  S.O.S.  were 
not  yet  in  his  Diocese,  he  wanted  to  a.ssure  us  this 
was,  not  his  fault  and  he  hoped  the  time  was 
not  far  distant  when  the  Sisters  of  Service  would 
find  it  possible  to  establish  a  foundation  in  the 
Diocese  of  Victoria. 


FINAL  PROFESSIONS  AT  EDSON. 

On  the  Feast  of  the  Assumption,  at  the  close 
of  an  eight-dav  Retreat,  preached  bv  Rev.  Father 
Hill,  C.Ss.R.,  in  the  S.O.S.  chapel  at  Edson.  the 
following  Sisters  made  the  perpetual  consecra- 
tion of  their  lives  to  God's  service:  Sister  Rita 
Hurlev.  Sister  Marv  Pliillijis  and  Sister  Lvdia 
Tyler." 
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Happy  Reunion  of  Sisters  and  Girls  at  Toronto  Hostel 


AMONG  the  Sisters  returning  to  Toronto 
for  our  General  Chapter  were  several  who 
had  in  past  years  been  stationed  at  the 
S.O.S.  Hostel,  4  Weliesley  Place.  As  soon  as  the 
news  of  their  arrival  reached  g'irls,  a  movement 
was  started  under  the  zealous  management  of 
Mrs.  Lucas  (Bridget  Turbidy),  one  of  the  tirsft 
of  the  "old  girls,"  for  a  reunion  gathering  which 
would  provide  an  opportunity  for  the  renewing 
of  "auld  acquaintance"  between  Sisters  and 
girls  who  had  known  each  other  in  the  early 
days  when  immigration  flourished  and  the  S.O.S. 
Hostel  was  a  real  "home"  for  girls  arriving  in 
Canada  from  the  Old  Country. 

The  joyful  event  took  place  on  Sunday  even- 
ing, July  11th,  and,  as  will  be  seen  from  the  pic- 
ture above,  a  gratifying  response  was  made  to 
the  invitations  sent  out.  Many  of  these  girls 
are  now  settled  in  their  own  homes,  happily  ad- 
justed to  Canadian  life,  but  they  never  forget  the 
Sisters  who  welcomed  them  when  they  were 
strangers  and  helped  them  to  face  and  overcome 
the  difficulties  of  starting  life  in  unaccustomed 
surroundings. 

When  all  the  "old"  hostel  girls  and  all  the 
"old"  hostel  Sisters  had  arrived  in  the  reception 
room  at  4  Weliesley  Place,  an  address  was  made 
to  the  Sisters  by  Mrs.  Lucas  in  the  name  of  those 
present,  expressing  the  gratitude  and  apprecia- 
tion of  the  girls  for  all  that  the  hostel  and  the 
Sisters  had  meant  and  still  did  mean  for  girls 
living  in  the  city  without  a  home  of  their  own. 


A  gift  package  was  then  presented  to  each  Sister 
as  a  souvenir  of  this  joyful  reunion. 

Sister  Schenck,  the  first  Sister  of  Service  to 
work  in  Toronto  Hostel,  in  behalf  of  the  Sisters, 
thanked  the  girls  for  arranging  such  a  pleasant 
party  and  said  she  was  sure  it  was  as  big  a  happi- 
ness for  the  Sisters  as  for  the  girls  to  have 
the  opportunity  of  meeting  together  like  this 
and  recalling  with  pleasure  the  "days  of  auld 
lang  syne." 

After  a  few  recitations  and  songs  delicious 
refreshments  were  served  and  the  remainder  of 
the  evening  passed  in  the  happy  exchange  of  re- 
miniscences and  in  relating  to  the  Sisters  events 
and  experiences  that  had  come  into  the  lives  of 
this  one  and  that  one  since  thev  had  last  met. 


I  wish  I  were  beneath  a  tree, 
Asleeping  in  the  shade. 
With  all  the  bills  I've  got  to  pav 
PAID ! 

I  would  I  were  beside  the  sea, 
Asailing  in  a  boat. 
With  all  the  things  I've  got  to  write 
WROTE! 

I  wish  I  were  on  yonder  hill 
Abasking  in  the  sun, 
With  all  the  things  I've  got  to  do 
DONE ! 


LITTLE  OF  LIFE'S  SUNSHINE  AND  DESERVES  LESS. 
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WE  are  printing  below  a  number  of  letters 
from  the  pupils  in  some  Eastern  Catholic 
schools.   We  are  confident  that  the  earnest 
missionary  enthusiasm  evinced  in  these  little  mes- 
sages will  prove  to  our  readers  that  we  really 
have  "something  to  crow  about": 

Encouraging  Words — And  Action. 

Mount  Saint  Vincent  Academy, 
Halifax,  N.S. 
At  the  last  meeting  of  the  C.C.S.M.C.  we  read  your 
recent  appeal  for  stamps  to  carry  on  your  apostolic 
work  across  Canada  through  the  mail.  The  girls 
voted  five  dollars  to  this  excellent  cause,  which  seem- 
ed to  appeal  to  them  .  .  and  no  wonder!  There- 
fore I  gladly  enclose  a  money  order  for  the  above 
amount.    I  wish  it  might  be  more! 

We  all  realize  the  difficulties  under  which  your 
Sisters  are  labouring,  now  that  means  of  communi- 
cation are  so  much  restricted  and  even  postage  has 
gone  up.  However,  we  feel  sure  that  God  will  in- 
crease His  graces  and  so  your  apostolate  may  be  even 
more  fruitful  than  in  normal  times. 

"Wings"  of  Faith. 

St.  Stanislaus'  School, 

Fort  William,  Ont. 
In  answer  to  your  appeal  for  stamps  as  wings 
for  religious  correspondence  by  air,  we  are  enclosing 
five  dollars — part  of  our  Lenten  savings.  We  think 
you  are  doing  a  wonderful  work,  spreading  our  Faith 
among  the  children  not  so  fortunate  as  we  are. 

To-day  we  attended  a  talkie,  "The  Perpetual 
Sacrifice."     We  enjoyed  it  and  it  should  do  much 


good  in  helping  children  and  grown-ups  to  under- 
stand and  appreciate  the  Mass.  I  wish  all  Catholic 
children  could  see  it. 

We  liked  the  "Wings  Over  Canada"  poster  for 
advertising.  It  is  a  work  of  art.  I  wish  we  could 
send  you  more  money,  but  we  try  to  help  so  many 
missionaries. 

Mighty  Mites. 

St.  Patrick's  High  School, 
Fort  William,  Ont. 
We,  the  pupils  of  Grade  XII,  have  been  saving 
in  our  mite  box  in  order  that  we  might  send  you 
one  more  donation  before  Easter.  Please  find  en- 
closed a  postal  note  for  five  dollars,  of  which  $1.50 
is  from  Grade  XII.  We  hope  that  this  small  amount 
will  send  a  few  more  catechism  lessons  to  the  unfor- 
tunate children  who  are  unable  to  learn  their  cate- 
chism at  school  as  we  can.  Wishing  this  amount 
could  be  larger,  we  are, 

St  Patrick's  School. 
Fort  William,  Ont. 
We,  the  students  of  Grades  XI  and  XII,  enclose 
a  five-dollar  postal  note,  of  which  three  dollars  and 
fifty  cents  was  collected  from  Grade  XI.  We  hope 
this  will  help  you  carry  on  your  work  for  the  poor, 
unfortunate  children  of  whom  you  are  taking  such 
grand  care.  Wishing  we  could  add  more  to  this 
contribution,  we  are: 

Bingo  For  Souls. 

St.  Mary's  School, 
North  Bay,  Ont. 
We  have  heard  of  your  need  of  assistance  to 
cairy  on  the  correspondence  courses  in  religion  and 
wish  to  assist.  For  this  purpose  we  enclose  a  mon«y 
order  for  ten  dollars,  the  proceeds  of  a  Bingo 
and  part  of  our  concert  money.  Please  remember 
us  in  your  prayers,  and  with  all  our  hearts  we  shall 
ask  God  to  bless  your  excellent  work  which  is  bring- 
ing Christianity  to  those  who  haven't  the  advantages 
of  a  Catholic  education. 

Old  I-Viends  of  the  S.O.S. 

St.  Michael's  Academy, 

Chatham,  N.B. 

We  are  enclosing  a  few  stamps  that  may  help  to 
send  catechism  lessons  to  little  children  out  West. 
They  are  from  the  pupils  of  Grade  VIII.  All  the 
pupils  in  our  school  like  the  Sisters  of  Service  and 
we  like  to  help  our  little  friends  out  West. 

We  shall  have  our  last  C.C.S.M.C.  meeting  on 
Thursday  and  then  we  shall  prepare  the  last  issue 
of  our  paper,  "The  Junior  Crusader."     I  shall  send 


WHERE  ALlL  think  ALIKE,  NO  ONE  THINKS  VERY  MUCH 
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you  one.  When  you  come  down  East,  please  call 
at  St.  Michael's.    You  are  always  welcome. 

Help  From  "The  Island." 

St.  Dunstan/'s  College, 
Charlottetown,  P.E.I. 
Enclosed  you  will  find  a  donation  of  five  dollars 
to  help  your  catechetical  work  in  Western  Canada. 

Joy  in  Giving. 

St.  John's  School, 

Weston,  Ont. 

In  answer  to  your  appeal,  we  have  enclosed  one 
dollar  and  thirty-two  cents.  We  are  glad  we  can  be 
of  help  in  sending  religious  instructions  to  children. 

tV.{-f» 

Stamps  For  Oiocolates. 

St.  Joseph's  Academy, 

North  Bay,  Ont. 

We  received  your  S.O.S.  for  stamps  to  carry 
Christ  to  the  mission  fields  of  Canada  just  before 
Easter.  To  raise  money  we  raffled  a  box  of  choco- 
lates and  we  are  happy  to  be  able  to  send  you  428 
one  cent  stamps.  May  God  bless  your  work  for 
souls!    Please  remember  us  in  your  prayers. 

Toronto  Helpers, 

Brunswick  Avenue, 
Loretto  School, 
Toronto. 

Please  accept  this  small  offering  from  the  pupils 
of  Grade  XB,  Loretto  College  School  ($3.00).  We 
hope  it  will  be  of  some  asisisitance  in  your  grand 
work. 

Well  Done,  St.  Michael's! 

St.  Michael's  Academy, 
Chatlham,  N.B., 

June  18th,  1943. 
We  want  to  thank  you  for  printing  our  letter  in 
your  magazine  and  for  the  nice  letter  you  sent  us. 
Here  is  another  $3.00  for  First  Communion  Courses. 
That  makes  $13.00  for  us  this  year,  so  you  see  we 


are  trying  to  help  a  little  in  your  great  work.  We 
do  not  forget  to  pray  for  your  intentions,  too  Each 
day  in  June  we  have  a  special  intention  and  June 
18th  was  for  "The  Sisiters  of  Service." 

St.  Michael's  Academy, 
Chatham,  N.B., 
June  21st. 

Grades  II.  and  III.  are  enclosing  $3.00  to  send  out 
West.  We  want  three  children  to  make  their  First 
Communion.  Both  grades  have  lotteries  and  we 
make  quite  a  lot  of  money.  We  hope  to  send  you 
more  when  we  come  back  to  school  in  September. 

From  Young  Missionaries  of  North  Bay. 

St.  Joseph's  Academy, 
North  Bay, 

June  18th,  1943. 
The  enclosed  money  order  is  sent  by  the  girls 
of  our  class  to  help  buy  postage  sitamps  for  catechism 
lessons. 

Stamp  Wings  Fi-om  Woodstock. 

St.  Joseph's, 
Woodstock, 
June  20th. 

I  am  enclosing  stamps  from  the  pupils  of  our 
school  to  help  in  your  good  work. 

St.  Michael's  Again. 

St.   Michael's  Academy, 
July  11,  1943. 
Enclosed  you  will  find  the  sum  of  $10.00 — $5.00 
for  courses  in  religion  and  $5.00  to  prepare  five  chil- 
dren for  First  Communion.     Please   say  a  prayer 
that  the  graduates  will  pass  their  matriculation. 

PUPILS  OF  GRADE  ?CI. 

And  Now  Just  Another  Big  Crow  For  Good 
Measure ! 

The  total  contributions  from  the  S.O.S.  Stamp 
Clubs  now  amount  to  $460.00. 

May  God  bless  all  our  helpers — ^big,  and  lit- 
tle, clerical  and  lay,  old  and  young. 


Smith :  I  have  heard  to-day 
that  your  son  was  an  undertaker, 
and  I  thought  you  told  me  he  was 
a  physician. 

Jones!  Not  at  all.  You  mis- 
understand me.  I  said  he  fol- 
lowed the  medical  profession. 


Guide  (conducting  students 
through  an  Art  Gallery)  :  By  a 
single  stroke  of  the  brush  Joshua 

DON'T  GET  DISCOURAGED!    IT  IS 


OFTEN  THE  LAST  KEY  ON  THE 


Reynolds  could  change  a  smiling 
face  into  a  frowning  one. 

Young  Student :  So  can  my 
mother. 


"How  dare  you  swear  before 
my  wife?"  said  the  indignant 
husband. 

"I'm  very  sorry,  sir,"  replied 
the  other,  "I  was  unaware  that 
your  wife  wished  to  swear  first." 

BUNCH  THAT  OPENS  THE  DOOR. 
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OUR  GARDEN— I 


"One  is  closer  to  God  in  a  garden 
Than  anywhere  else  on  earth." 


SO  sang  the  poet.  Was  it  he  who  inspired 
us  with  the  burst  of  energy  that  sent  us  out 
to  transform  a  square  of  disced  land  into  a 
dreamed-of  "corner  of  loveliness?"  I  wonder. 
But  so  it  was  that  in  the  second  week  of  May  the 
worms  which  the  early  robin  had  missed  were 
rudely  disturbed  by  spade  or  fork  or  hoe  wielded 
by  more-or-less  experienced  S.O.S.  missionaries. 

"Isn't  it  exhilarating?  Just  think  how  lovely 
it  will  be!"  This,  as  we  shook  out  sods,  pulled 
at  weeds,  formed  the  beds,  then  raked,  hoed  and 
raked  again.  And  so  many  seeds  to  choose 
from !  These  came  from  Saskatchewan,  these 
from  Eastern  Alberta,  and  yes,  we  even  have 
bulbs  from  Vancouver — but  they  will  have  to 
wait. 

"What  shall  we  plant  here?"  How  many 
times  did  we  ask  that !  Surely  the  taller  plants 
should  be  at  the  back.  "But,  Sister,  what  do 
cosmos  look  like?  And  are  bachelor  buttons 
blue  or  red?"  And  then  the  more  experienced 
gardeners  would  expound  on  things  one  should 
have  known  or  remembered;  but  there  was  al- 
ways the  consolation  of  having  found  that  "mus- 
cle" was  all  that  was  needed  at  the  beginning! 

"Do  you  think  we  shall  ever  finish?  How 
big  is  this  plot  anyway?  It  seems  one  can 
make  one  bed  in  a  half-hour,  and  half  an  hour 
a  day  multiplied  by  how  many  beds!"  "I  think 
I  shall  take  over  the  engineering  while  the  rest 
of  you  plant  the  seeds  in  the  borders.  Shall  we 
have  a  'V  for  Victory?"  Then  out  came  the 
twine  wound  on  sticks,  and  a  creditable  "V" 
emerged,  surrounded  by  triangles  and  quadran- 
gles. 

"I  real)}'  think  it  will  be  lovelj',  don't  you, 
Sister?"  And  another  stolen  glance  at  the  "un- 
finished symphony"  is  taken  from  the  second- 
floor  nursery  window,  while  Master  New-Cana- 
dian protests  the  delay  by  '  filling  the  little 
nursery  with  noise  from  his  lungs. 


Then  came  the  rain  —  days  and  weeks  of 
it.  "Will  it  ever  stop.  Here  it  is  the  middle 
of  June,  and  all  the  beds  have  not  been  finished. 
It  will  be  too  late  to  plant  seeds."  Surely  we  ap- 
preciate now  the  optimism  of  the  Western  farmer 
as  he  views  what  might  be  the  ruining  of  his 
crop  and  yet  hopes  from  day  to  day  that  the 
threat  will  pass. 

"What's  the  idea  of  a  garden?"  asks  a  patient. 
"O,  we  are  going  to  have  a  competition  when 
the  plants  are  an  inch  high — five  cents  admission 
— the  one  who  gue.sses  most  of  the  plants  gets  a 
prize — proceeds  to  the  Red  Cross."  "I  guess 
right  now,"  he  says,  unfeelingly,  "I  bet  they'll 
all  be  dandelions!" 

So  through  all  trials  and  tribulations,  to  mo- 
ments of  bliss  when  we  were  presented  with  hot- 
house plants  all  ready  to  be  transplanted.  Ac- 
tually there  were  dashes  between  downpours  to 
dig  a  little  hole,  push  a  plant  in,  and  dash  back 
again.  Two  of  the  gardeners,  it  was  said,  were 
seen  out  in  the  heaviest  rainfall,  one  holding  an 
umbrella  while  the  other  did  the  work. 

And  the  weeding — magic  word  I  Did  one  ever 
think  it  possible  to  forget  tired  feet  and  legs  in 
such  an  occupation?  "But  we  must  go  out  to- 
night. Sister.  The  weeds  will  get  ahead  of  us." 
And  one  tried  to  forget  the  bliss  of  letting 
the  lower  limbs  rest  after  treading  battle-ship 
linoleum  all  day. 

Has  labour  its  reward?  We  hope  so.  There 
is  August  15th  just  around  the  corner,  and  two 
of  us  will  be  making  Final  Vows.  "Do  you  think 
we  shall  have  flowers  to  give  Him,  too?" 

"...  and  the  fullness  thereof."  So  very 
much  in  one  little  square  of  land  I  If  we  iearn  to 
realize  more  His  Omnipresence,  to  marvel  more 
at  His  Omnipotence,  and  to  love  Him  more  Who 
is  Unspeakable  Love,  surely  our  labour  shall 
not  be  in  Aain,  as  we  draw  "closer  to  God  in 
our  garden." 

S.O.S..  EDSON. 


m 


THE  W  AY  TO  MAKE  XOTHING  OF  OUR  LIVES  IS  TO  BE  VERY  C  AREFIX  OF  THEM. 
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CANADIAN 


No  Gast     no  CQest  j^st 


S  l^vott^^m  of  Jfaitf) 


"^^^^  E  have  faith  in  Canada. 


We  have  faith  in  her  PAST  faith  that  the  courage  of  the  pioneers  and  the 
spirit  which  achieved  Confederation  and  linked  a  continent  with  the  shining  steel  of  rail- 
ways have  laid  strong  foundations  for  national  greatness  and  unity. 

We  have  faith  in  her  PRESENT  in  the  part  she  is  playing  to  save  the  world 
from  tyranny  .  .  in  her  young  men  and  women  who  serve  on  land  and  sea  and  in  the  air 
.  .  in  her  workers  who  labour  for  more  than  wages  .  .  in  every  man  and  woman  and  child 
striving  for  Victory. 

We  have  faith  in  her  FUTURE  believing  that  she  is  destined  to  exert  an  ever- 
increasing  influence  in  world  affairs,  and  in  the  shaping  of  to-morrow,  when  many  will 
turn  to  her  with  new  hope. 


We  have  faith  in  more  than  the  statistics  of  Canada's  bank  clearings  and  her  car-load- 
ings, the  vastness  of  her  untapped  resources,  or  even  the  glorious  war  record  of  a  people 
numbering  less  than  twelve  millions. 

Our  faith  is  a  faith  in  A  LAND  WE  LOVE,  whose  soul  speaks  to  us  from  every 
free  acre  of  Canadian  soil  .  .  in  the  splendour  of  the  Rockies  at  sunset,  the  blue  mystery 
of  a  Laurentian  dawn,  the  quiet  of  an  Ontario  woodlot,  the  far  call  of  prairie  horizons, 
the  sound  of  surf  on  the  Atlantic  shore  and  the  wash  of  the  Pacific  tides.  It  speaks  to 
us  from  churchyards  where  Canadian  dead  lie  beneath  the  tribute  of  English  blossoms 
.  .  from  the  poppied  fields  of  France  and  Flanders  .  .  from  the  winged  and  sea-faring 
and  mechanized  epics  of  a  new  war. 

Our  faith  is  a  faith  in  her  people  .  .  people,  noted  and  obscure,  with  whom  we  daily 
rub  shoulders  .  .  and  by  whose  united  effort,  sacrifice  and  creative  vigour  the  greater 
Canada  of  to-morrow  will  be  built. 

We  have  faith  in  Canada. 

Cb^rp  Victor?  ?Bonb  ^ou  ?iup    an  ^ct  of  jfaitf)  #  in  Canaba 

—  Canadian  Pacific  Railway  —  Canadian  National  Railway 

TWO  NECESSITIES — GOD'S  SUNSIONE  FOR  THE  BODV,  GOD'S  GRACE  FOR  THE  SOUL. 
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Notes  and 


OUR  RELIGIOUS  ORDETRS. 

There  are  in  the  world  61  Reli- 
gious Orders  of  men,  with  109,656 
members;  95  Congregations  of  men 
with  110,385  members,  and  732 
Religious  Institutions  of  women 
with  586,646  members.  Announc- 
ing these  figures,  Vatican  Radio 
gives  the  following  statistics  of  the 
larger  orders  and  congregations  of 
men: 

Orders:  Jesuits,  26,303;  Friars 
Minor,  24,148;  Capuchins,  13,510; 
Benedictines,  10,055;  Dominicans, 
6,537;  Trappists,  3,416;  Augus- 
tinians,  3,099. 

Congregations:  Brothers  of  the 
Christian  Schools.  15,302;  Sale- 
Eians,  11,702;  Marists,  6,941;  Re- 
demptorists,  6,652;  Oblates  of 
Mary  Immaculate,  5,227;  Congre- 
gation of  the  Missions,  5,155;  Con- 
gregation of  the  Divine  Word,  4,- 
955;   Holy  Ghost  Fathers,  3,652. 

FOSTERING  VOCATIONS, 

What  the  Holy  Father  in  a  recent 
broadcast  to  the  National  Euchar- 
is'tic  Congress  of  Brazil  stated  con- 
cerning the  fostering  of  sacerdotal 
vocations  may  be  well  applied  to 
vocations  in  general.  The  words 
sound  a  warning  to  our  Catholic 
families  and  every  father  and  mo- 
ther should  take  heed  of  it. 

"Let  the  Lord  choose  you  as  He 
chose  the  Apostles  to  be  co-opera- 
tors in  that  most  august  of  divine 
mysteries.  He  chooses  one  or  more 
sons  from  a  Christian  family;  one 
can  conceive  of  no  position  more 
exalted  than  that  of  a  priest.  No 
man  in  this  world  can  be  raised  to 
a  higher  degree  of  eminence. 

Those  who  are  true  Catholics 
will  not  tear  out  of  the  hearts  of 
their  children  the  seeds  of  a  reli- 
gious vocation  because  they  clearly 
realize  that  they  would  stand  be- 
fore God  as  guilty  of  a  grave  trans- 
gression against  God  and  against 
their  country.  Let  them  endeavour 
to  sow  the  seed  and  nourish  it  with 
prayer." 


HAVE  you 

A  DIME  SAVER? 


Comments 


THE  BLES.SING  OF  FAITH. 

"Favoured  are  those  who,  from 
their  childhood  up,  are  nurtured  in 
the  Catholic  Church,  and  to  whom 
all  her  comforts,  aids  and  Sacra- 
ments come  no  less  freely  than  the 
air  and  sunshine.  Yet  I  liave  some- 
times wondered  whether  such  fa- 
voured Catholics  ever  know  the  rap- 
ture of  the  homeless  waif  to  whom 
the  splendours  of  his  Father's  house 
aie  suddenly  revealed;  the  consola- 
tion of  the  mariner  whose  storm- 
tossed  vessel  finally  attains  the 
sheltered  port;  the  gratitude  of 
the  lonely  wanderer,  long  lost  in 
cold  and  darkness,  who  shares  at 
last,  however  undeservedly,  the 
warmth  and  light  of  God's  great 
spiritual  Home!" — (Stoddard). 

THE  MOTHER  OF  A  SAINT. 

The  mother  of  St.  John  Bosco 
said  to  him: 

"John,  I  would  not  hinder  your 
vocation  in  any  way,  if  it  is  serious. 
Do  what  you  like.  The  important 
thing  is  to  save  your  soul.  The 
priest  wanted  me  to  oppose  your 
plans,  for  my  own  sake,  on  ac- 
count of  my  old  days.  That  has 
nothing  to  do  with  the  matter  at 
all.  Do  not  worry  about  my  fu- 
ture. I  want  nothing  from  you, 
and  don't  expect  anything.  Remem- 
ber this:  I  was  born  poor,  I  have 
lived  in  poverty,  and  I  want  to  die 
poor.  And  I  promise  you  that,  if 
by  chance  you  become  rich,  I  will 
never  enter  your  house.  Never  for- 
get that." 

There  are  indeed  mothers,  as 
Rene  Bazin  says,  with  a  priest's 
soul;  and  it  would  seem  that  God 
permits  them  to  give  it  to  their 
sons. 

liOST  OPPORTUNITIES. 

Rejection  by  men  has  not  really 
harmed  us,  for  the  prize  of  life  is 
not  a  passport  into  the  Eternal 
City  of  God.  What  has  harmed 
us  is  our  rejection  of  the  many 
chances  which  an  all-good  God  gave 
us  to  make  our  souls  pleasing  in 
His  sight.  "The  thought  of  my 
sins  does  not  trouble  me,  for  I  trust 
that  by  His  infinite  mercy  they  have 
been  forgiven,"  a  zealous  priest 
once  said  on  his  deathbed,  "but  it 
is  anguish  to  recall  how  often  I  re- 
jected God's  inviting  gra<!e  and  left 
undone  the  good  I  might  have 
done."     (America,  Oct.  3,  1942). 


8 

Ways  in  Which  You  Can 
Work  for  the 

S  ALVATION 

OP 

Souls 

1.  Renew  j-our  subscription  to 
the  "Field  at  Home."  Every 
$1.00  helps. 

2.  Send  us  stamps  for  the  mail- 
ing of  religious  instruction  to 
poor  children  in  isolated  dis- 
tricts. 

3.  Collect  holy  pictures,  medals, 
rosaries,  prayer  books  and 
New  Testaments  for  distribu- 
tion among  our  Catholic  peo- 
ple in  the  Far  "West. 

4.  Keep  a  sanctuary  light  burn- 
ing in  one  of  our  missions. 

5.  Donate  vestments,  altar  lin- 
ens, etc.,  to  one  of  our  mis- 
sion chapels. 

6.  Donate  linens,  or  hospital 
supplies  to  our  little  hospit- 
als in  the  "West. 

7.  Provide  a  much-needed  dic- 
tionary for  the  Sisters  con- 
ducting our  religious  corres- 
pondence work  in  Regina. 

8.  Adopt  a  Catholic  family  to 
whom  you  will  remail  Catho- 
lic literature.  In  this  way 
you  will  be  participating  in 
the  Apostolate  of  the  Press. 
Our  Sisters  in  Regina  will 
gladly  supply  names  and  ad- 
dresses of  families  who  will 
be  most  grateful  for  your  Ca- 
tholic magazines  and  papers 
after  you  have  read  them.  The 
address  is:  2220  Cameron 
St.,  Regina,  Sask. 


CARELESSNESS  DOES  MORE  HARM  THAN  LACK  OF  KNOWLEDGE. 
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The  Adventures  of  Kitty  Puss — IX 


(Continued) 

Early  next  morning  two  of  the  Sisters  eame 
to  see  how  Kitty  was  after  his  first  night  in  the 
Convent. 

"I  don't  think  he's  moved  from  the  spot  where 
we  left  him,"  said  the  short  Sister. 

"Oh,  yes,  he  has,"  said  her  companion,  "the 
bowl  of  milk  is  empty  He  must  have  come 
down  for  that." 

"Well,  it's  a  blessing  he  doesn't  intend  to 
starve  himself.  Oh,  Sister,  look!  Isn't  that  the 
tail  of  a  mouse?" 

"It  is!  And  look  here's  another.  He  must 
have  caught  two  mice  last  night.  Isn't  that 
grand?    Won't  Sister  Superior  be  pleased?" 

"I  do  wish  he'd  be  more  friendly.  Come  on 
down,  Kitty  Puss,"  coaxed  Sister.  "We're  really 
nice  Avhen  you  get  to  know  us." 

Kitty  regarded  them  lazily  out  of  one  eye. 
They  did  seem  harmless.  And  he  was  getting 
a  little  tired  of  his  splendid  isolation.  So  when 
Sister  climbed  on  the  chair  again  and  patted  his 
head  he  purred  softly.  Encouraged  by  this,  Sis- 
ter lifted  him  down  and  he  made  no  protest. 
He  was  carried  up  to  the  nice,  warm  pantry  and 
kitchen,  while  Sister  told  all  the  other  Sisters  of 
the  mice  he  had  caught. 

Several  days  passed,  and  Kitty  was  getting 
quite  accustomed  to  the  Convent.  The  Si-sters 
were  all  kind  to  him,  but  somehow  it  wasn't  the 
same  as  having  Billy  and  Betty  to  play  with. 
At  first  he  thought  he  might  find  a  window  open 
by  Avhich  to  make  his  escape,  but  they  were  all 
tightly  closed  whenever  he  was  aroused.  Then, 
too,  he  couldn't  understand  why  Betty  hadn't 
come  to  see  him,  as  she  had  promised.  Could 
it  be  that  he  was  to  be  forever  shut  up  in  this 
big  house?  You  see  he  didn't  know  that  both 
Betty  and  Billy  had  been  put  to  bed  with  a  bad 
attack  of  the  'Flu. 

After  ten  days  the  Sisters  Avere  convinced  that 
Kitty  had  grown  accustomed  to  the  Convent  and 
would  be  quite  content  to  stay  indefinitely.  Lit- 
tle did  they  know  the  secrets  of  his  kittenish 
heart.  Although  making  the  best  of  things  out- 
wardly he  had  firmly  resolved  to  run  away  at 
the  first  opportunity.  This  came  sooner  than  he 
expected. 

On  the  eleventh  daj^  two  men  arrived  at  the 
Convent  to  put  up  storm  windows,  and  their 
work  took  them  in  and  out  of  the  basement  quite 
often.  Kitty  was  not  slow  to  notice  this.  Watch- 
ing his  chance,  he  slipped  out  after  the  men  and 
was  overjoyed  to  find  himself  in  the  bright  sun- 
light and  fresh  air.    His  big  objective,  of  course, 


was  to  reach  home — to  be  once  more  Avith  Billy 
and  Betty,  but  his  first  desire  was  to  get  as  far 
as  possible  from  the  Convent,  so  that  the  Sisters 
could  not  find  him. 

This  was  not  difficult,  as  the  Sisters  were 
resting  on  the  false  notion  that  he  was  contented. 
Therefore,  he  was  not  even  missed  until  Sister 
brought  his  evening  meal.  Then  the  building 
was  searched  from  top  to  bottom,  but  no  Kitty 
was  to  be  found. 

Consternation  reigned  in  the  Convent.  "How 
shall  we  ever  have  the  courage  to  tell  Betty 
Kitty  Puss  is  lost?"  said  the  short  Sister,  dole- 
fully.   "She  and  Billy  will  be  broken-hearted." 

"Perhaps  he'll  find  his  way  home."  The  tall 
Sister  spoke  encouragingly  "AVe'll  phone  in  the 
morning  and  enquire." 

In  the  meantime  Billy  and  Betty  were  con- 
valescing and  both  looking  forward  eagerly  to 
visiting  Kitty  Puss.  "Do  you  think  he  will  have 
forgotten  us?"  asked  Betty. 

"Of  course  not,"  assured  Billy.  "Why,  I  bet 
he's  just  dying  of  lonesomeness  for  us." 

"Well,  we're  lonesome  for  him,  too,  aren't 
we?"  said  Betty.  Mother,  who  entered  the  room 
at  this  very  moment,  felt  her  heart  sink  as  she 
listened  to  the  conversation,  for  that  very  morn- 
ing Sister  had  phoned  to  tell  her  of  Kitty's  dis- 
appearance. She  decided  it  Avould  not  be  wise 
to  tell  the  children  the  sad  news  for  some  days 
lest  it  interfere  with  their  recovery.  You  see 
she  knew  how  deeply  attached  they  were  to  Kitty 
Puss. 

Early  in  the  morning  two  days  later  Betty 
was  awakened  by  a  plaintive  "Meow!"  Sitting 
up  in  bed,  she  called  across  the  corridor  to  Billy. 
"Wake  up,  Billy.  I  believe  I  heard  Kitty  Puss 
crying." 

Billy  rubbed  sleepy  eyes.  "You  must  have 
been  dreaming.    Kitty's  in  the  Convent." 

"Me-o-w!  Me-o-o-w !"  There  was  no  mis- 
taking the  sound  this  time  and  both  children 
rushed  to  the  window  regardless  of  consequences 
to  chest  and  throat.  Sure  enough !  There  on  the 
lawn,  very  thin  and  be-draggled  looking,  was 
Kitty  Puss.  After  long  Avandering  he  had  actual- 
ly found  his  Avay  home. 

Up  went  the  window  as  high  as  it  could  go 
while  two  ehildi-sh  voices  called  eagerly,  "Kitty 
Puss,  Kitty  Puss !" 

The  plaintive  misery  in  Kitty's  "meow"  chang- 
ed swiftly  to  a  note  of  joy  as  he  ran  quickly  to- 
wards the  sound  of  those  well-known  and  Avell- 
loved  voices.  A  long,  flying  leap  landed  him 
safely  through  the  window  at  the  children's 
feet. 


YOU  WILL.  NEVER  SEE  FAR  IF  YOU  ONLY  LOOK  NEAR. 
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Of  course  he  was  petted  and  weleomed  to  his 
heart's  content.  When  the  first  enthusiasm  had 
subsided  Billy  said  solemnly:  "He  must  be  hun- 
gry. See  how  all  his  bones  are  stickincy  out. 
I'll  g;o  to  the  pantry  and  o^et  some  milk." 

Soon  Kitty  was  satisfying  the  hunger  that 
had  been  gnawing  at  him  for  days.  "He  must 
have  run  away  from  the  Convent,"  said  Betty, 
as  they  watched  him  lap  up  the  fresh  sweet  milk. 
"Sister  will  be  worried.  You  shouldn't  have  done 
it,  you  know."  she  said,  shaking  a  finger  half- 
seriously  at  Kitty. 

"Sure,  I  don't  blame  him  a  bit."  defended 
Billy.  Sisters  are  all  right,  but  I'm  sure  any 
cat  would  find  them  sort  of  dull." 

"Well,  if  he  ha.sn't  caught  all  the  mice  he'll 
just  have  to  go  back  again,"  said  Betty.  Kitty 
pricked  up  his  ears  at  this  and  made  a  mental 
note  to  keep  out  of  the  way  whenever  Betty  was 
leaving  for  school. 


When  Mother  discovered  that  the  truant  had 
returned,  she  phoned  the  Convent  and  there  was 
general  rejoicing  that  Kitty  had  not  been  killed 
or  kidnapped.  Sister  said  they  hadn't  seen  a 
mouse  since  Kitty  Puss  had  been  in  the  Convent 
and  she  thought  he  must  have  frightened  them 
out  of  the  building.  Kitty  smiled  to  himself  when 
he  heard  this,  remembering  how  he  had  broken 
up  the  mice  banquet  in  the  basement. 

"I  asked  Sister  if  she  would  like  to  have 
Kitty  back  for  anotiier  week  or  two."  added  Mo- 
ther, "but  she  says  they  are  getting  a  kitten  of 
their  own  who  won't  want  to  nui  away." 

"Oh,  that's  good!"  exclaimed  Billy  and  Betty, 
who  really  weren't  anxious  to  be  separated  from 
their  pet  again.  And  Kitty,  drawing  a  long,  long 
sigh  of  I'elief,  cui-led  himself  on  the  rug  and 
slept  in  peace,  his  dreams  no  longer  troubled  by 
great  brick  buildings,  dark  basements  and  days 
of  child-less  loneliness. 


THE  SERVANT 


One  winter  afternoon  a  young  lady  belonging 
to  a  fashionable  circle  in  Dublin  passed  slowly 
through  rirafton  Street  in  her  motor  car.  Her 
attention  was  arrested  by  the  sight  of  a  little 
ragged,  barefooted  boy  intently  gazing  through 
a  window  at  a  fascinating  display  of  shoes  in 
eA'ery  .shape  and  price  and  size. 

She  stopped  her  car,  made  her  way  through 
the  hurrying  thi-ong  of  pedestrians  and  watched 
him  curiously  for  a  moment. 

"What  are  you  doing  here  in  this  dreadful 
cold,  my  little  man?"  she  asked  him  gently. 

"I  was  asking  Our  Lord  to  give  me  a  pair  of 
shoes,"  said  the  child. 

"Come  with  me,  then,"  she  said,  taking  him 
by  the  hand,  "and  we'll  see  how  He  loves  to  make 
little  boys  happy." 

She  entered  the  shop,  where  she  was  well 
known,  and  asked  the  manager,  to  his  great  as- 
tonishment, to  procure  for  her  a  basin  of  warm 
water  and  a  towel. 

She  made  the  child  sit  down,  and  kneeling 
before  him,  she  washed  and  dried  his  half-frozen, 
muddy  feet  with  all  the  tenderness  of  a  mother. 

Then  she  bought  a  pair  of  thick  woollen 
stockings  aiul  a  pair  of  strong  shoes  and  put 
them  on  the  boy  unaided,  refusing  with  a  smile 
the  proffered  assistance  of  the  sympathetic  man- 
ager. 

"Now,  my  little  man,"  she  said  gaily,  "you 
ought  to  feel  better.  You'll  say  good-bye  to  me. 
won't  you?"    And  she  held  out  her  hand. 

The  boy  looked  at  her  stupefied. 

From  the  moment  he  had  entered  the  shop 
not  a  word  had  escaped  his  lips,  and  he  had  re- 


mained as  pa.ssiA'e  as  if  all  that  Avas  happening 
were  a  part  of  a  wonderful  dream. 

But  now  at  the  moment  of  parting  he  looked 
up  into  her  face,  his  eyes  full  of  tears,  and  asked 
her  in  a  trembling  voice:  "Are  vou  the  Mother 
of  Our  Lord  ?" 

The  gii'l  was  strangely  stirred,  and  her  face 
flushed  and  her  voice  was  unsteady  as,  bending 
down,  she  kissed  him  on  the  forehead  and  whis- 
pered :  "The  Mother  of  Our  Lord !  0  God,  help 
me.    No!    I  am  only  her  servant." 

Then  she  passed  swiftly  into  the  darkness  and 
he  saw  her  no  more. 

No  more !  But  he  never  forgot.  And  the 
^lother  of  God  remembered. 


LORD  OF  THE  LESSER  TASKS. 

By  RUTH  M.  COLLINS. 
I  have  no  chance,  most  gracious  Lord, 

To  do  some  glorious  deed. 
I  have  to  clean  the  pigpen  out. 

And  haul  the  winter  feed. 
I  cannot  go  to  foreign  lands 

To  spread  the  Gospel's  fame, 
But  if  I  whistle  while  I  work 

I  praise  Thee,  just  the  same. 

Lord  of  all  the  lesser  tasks. 

Although  my  hands  are  red, 
^ly  thoughts  fly  upward  like  the  birds 

The  while  T  make  my  bed. 
Not  mine,  the  burning  faith  which  leads 

Lost  souls  to  Heaven's  gates. 
I  lift  a  humble,  thankful  heart 

While  washing  up  the  plates. 


WELIi  ARRANGED  TIME  IS  THE  SITIEST  >L\RK  OF  .1  WELL  ARRANGED  MIND. 


